-Maryland  & rahe  book  1106^ 
university  of  Maryland  library 

COLLEGE  PARK,  MD. 


DO  ROT  WClim 


^ . * 


iU-. 


■ \; 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2016 


https://archive.org/details/oldline1937univ 


010 


^ /' 


BACK  IN  THE  SWING"  NUMBER 


I 


Carole  Lombard  prefers  luckies 

BECAUSE  THEY’RE  EASIER  ON  HER  THROAT 

“"IT  THEN  I had  to  sing  in  a recent  picture,” 
VV  says  Carole  Lombard,  “I  considered  giv- 
ing up  smoking.  But  my  voice  teacher  said  I 
needn’t  if  I’d  select  a light  smoke— Luckies. 

“I  soon  found  that  even  when  singing  and 
acting  12  hours  a day,  I can  smoke  as  many 
Luckies  as  I like  . . . without  the  slightest 
throat  irritation.” 

The  reason  Luckies  are  easy  on  Miss 
Lombard’ s throat  is  because  the  process  “ It’ s 
Toasted”  takes  out  certain  throat  irritants 
found  in  all  tobacco — even  the  finest. 

And  Luckies  do  use  the  finest  tobacco. 
Sworn  records  show  that  among  indepen- 
dent tobacco  experts  — auctioneers,  buyers, 
warehousemen,  etc.  — Lucky  Strike  has  twice 
as  many  exclusive  smokers  as  have  all  other 
cigarettes  combined. 

In  the  honest  judgment  of  those  who 
spend  their  lives  buying,  selling  and 
handling  tobacco. . .with  men  who  know 
tobacco  best.  . . it’s  Luckies  — 2 to  1. 

*Star  of  the  new  Paramount 
production  "True  Confession"  / 

A Light  Smoke 

EASY  ON  YOUR  THROAT— "IT’S  TOASTED" 

Copyrighi  1937  Atntrnan  Tobam  Company 
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"Waiter,  there's  a splinter  in  my  cottage  cheese." 
"What  do  you  expect  for  a dime,  the  whole  cottage?" 

— "Mercury." 


"No,  we  boys  ain’t  freshmen  too!" 


There  is  a story  of  a mid-west  farmer  who  learned  that 
Ford  paid  enormous  sums  for  shipments  of  tin  to  be  used 
in  the  manufacture  of  the  new  marvel.  He  stripped  all 
the  tin  roofing  from  his  barn  and  sent  it  to  the  factory  at 
Detroit. 

A week  later  he  received  the  following  message: 
"Although  your  car  was  in  very  bad  condition,  we 
shall  be  able  to  complete  repairs  and  have  the  car  at 
your  disposal  by  the  first  of  the  month." 

— "Pup." 


"Is  that  the  English  Department  over  there?" 
"Yes,  that's  our  Chamber  of  Commas." 

— "Varieties." 


Young  Appealing  Lass:  "I'm  going  to  call  you 

Pilgrim  from  now  on." 

Hopeful  Young  Lad:  "Why  Pilgrim?" 

Young  Appealing  Lass:  "Because  each  time  I go 

with  you,  you  make  more  progress." 

— "Dodo." 


Clerk:  "Yes  sir,  that  medicine  sure  is  powerful. 

Best  stuff  we  have  for  the  liver.  Makes  ya  peppy." 

Customer:  "Well,  can  you  give  me  any  specific 

reference — I mean  people  or  a person  who  has  taken 
this  liver  medicine  with  good  results?" 

Clerk:  "Well  there  was  an  old  man  living  next  to 

us  who  took  it  for  three  years." 

Customer:  "And  does  it  help  him?" 

Clerk:  "He  died  last  week." 

Customer:  "Oh,  I see." 

Clerk:  "And  they  had  to  beat  his  liver  with  a stick 

for  three  days  after  he  died  before  they  could  kill  it." 

— "Royal  Gaboon." 


"Do  you  serve  women  at  this  bar?" 

"No,  you  have  to  bring  your  own." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 
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Junior  Editors 


THIJ  VJILL  MAK.E 
YOU  HOLPXOUR. 
&R.EATH. 


1 NEVER.  HAVE  TO 
HOLD  MY  dR^EATH 
SINCE  1 STARTED 
EATINCS 

UFE  fAVEW/ 


MORAL: 


Everybody’s  breath 
offends  sometimes...let 
CRYST-O'MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinking 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
lione  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  - wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The 

Rl  THIE  RICHMOND 
The  Wisecrack : 

Soph;  “It  is  a stupid  mouse  that  knows  only 
one  hole.’’ 

Freshie:  “You  .said  it!  But  a rat  is  much  more 
intelligent.” 
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Back  to  our  quiet,  scholastic 
world  we  have  come  again  . . . 
j'  We  left,  you  remember,  in  June, 

I when  the  earth  was  being  pricked  on 
one  spot  only,  by  war;  that  was  Spain, 
but  now  the  East  is  popping,  and  the 
world  in  general  seems  to  be  tip- 
toeing around  the  brink  of  a burbling 
volcanic  cavity.  But  we  are  not 
concerned;  not  with  football  coming 
up,  and  the  first  Rossburg  merrily 
I on  its  way. 

Pertinent  things,  such  as  the  pre- 
servation and  encouragement  of  the 
beam  in  our  own  eye,  are  all  we  can 
ask,  and  now  that  we  are  not  on  the 
subject,  we  announce  our  party's 
candidate  for  the  Faithful  Fraternity 
Man  of  the  Year. 

In  muggy,  downtown  Washington 
this  summer,  the  man  of  our  choice 
slaved  in  a clothing  store,  dangling 
limpid  suits  before  the  bugged  eyes 
of  limpid  men;  casting  his  practiced 


eye  over  the  clothes  his  customers 
j were  wearing.  While  casting  his 
eye  vestward,  one  fine  morning,  on 
a rather  nondescript  gentleman,  our 
Candidate  spotted  the  badge  of  his 
own  fraternity.  The  whole  day  sud- 
denly bright,  he,  with  inspired  alac- 
rity, made  the  secret  Sign;  was 
greeted  with  a rather  negative  indif- 
ference; tried  again,  this  time  with 


By  Christine  Kempton 

the  special  handshake.  Obviously 
baffled,  the  wearer  of  the  pin  backed 
away  a step. 

Then  our  man  swung  into  action — 
subtly,  of  course — encouraging  the 
customer  to  buy  an  article  of  clothing. 
Then,  with  his  back  turned,  he,  with 
the  coolness  of  one  long  experienced 
at  such  devices,  exchanged  the 
article  for  another  size;  wrapped  it, 
and  with  a grim  smile  handed  it  to 
the  customer  who  scurried  away. 

His  strategy  was  rudimentary.  Back 
the  man  would  come  another  day,  to 
exchange  the  package,  and  our 
friend  would  have  his  wits  neatly 
gathered  to  collect  information  about 
the  imposter. 

It  all  takes  patience,  though,  pa- 
tience and  watchful  waiting. 

SIGN  NOTE 

This  is  a day  of  clearness  and 
accuracy,  from  the  depths  of 
dictionaries  to  dashing  roadside  signs. 
The  Twentieth  Century  does  not 
believe  in  beating  around  the  bush; 
neither  does  the  homey  looking 
tourist  camp  halfway  from  here  to 
Philadelphia,  which  displays  the  gi- 
gantic and  inviting  sign: 

"Rooms  for  Tourists;  Also  Twin  Beds." 

END  OF  EDS  . . . 

WE  have  cause  to  speculate,  often 
in  trepidation,  on  the  ultimate 
fate  of  editors  of  college  publications. 
Perhaps  they  crouch  for  life  over  desks 
in  Government  bureaus;  maybe  they 


drift  off  like  gossamer  into  some  fan- 
tastic demise;  they  may  even  become 
U.  S.  Presidents. 

We  saw  one  the  other  night,  for 
instance,  graduated  from  here  only 
last  year,  his  eyes  are  already  starry 
with  Future.  Seems  he's  discovered 
that  something  odd  about  pigs  can 
be  put  to  use.  Perhaps  you  know 


(we  didn't)  that  the  tails  of  pigs  on 
this  side  of  the  Equator  twist  clock- 
wise; and  those  on  the  other  side 
twist  counter-clockwise.  It's  an  ab- 
solute fact.  Our  friend,  now,  is 
going  to  gather  a goodly  assemblage 
of  pigs;  put  them  on  the  equator; 
move  them  slightly  to  and  fro;  harness 
the  tail  energy. 

(We  still  wonder  about  college 
editors'  fates;  Still  in  trepidation). 


GOV’T. 

The  Government  of  the  United 
States  is  quite  an  extraordinary 
organization,  and  probably  takes  it- 
self very  seriously  indeed.  Time  for 
sly  humor  on  the  side,  though,  we 
notice,  and  we  are  secretly  envious 
of  them  for  it,  in  these  days.  The 
other  day,  for  instance,  the  Interior 
Department  had  an  all-day  Outing 
and  general  celebration;  crowned  its 
queen  "Miss  Interior." 
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"Babe,  you  fascinate  me — If  I didn't 
have  a cigarette  in  my  mouth,  I'd 
kiss  ya.'' 


According  to  experts,  a man  is 
drunk  when  he  feels  sophisticated 
and  can't  pronounce  it. 


MISTAKE 

An  Irishman  who  was  sleeping  all 
the  night  with  a Negro  had  his  face 
blackened  by  a practical  joker. 
Starting  off  in  a hurry  in  the  morning, 
he  caught  sight  of  himself  in  the 
mirror.  Puzzled,  he  stopped  and 
gazed,  and  finally  exclaimed:  "Be- 

gorra,  they've  woke  the  wrong  man!'' 

—"Pup." 


f 


CULTURE 

Three  shop  girls  were  enjoying  a 
selection  by  the  orchestra. 

"Isn't  it  divine!  Wonder  what 
they're  playing?"  said  Madge. 

"It's  the  sextette  from  'Lucia'," 
announced  Tillie  positively. 

"No,  it's  'Tales  from  Hoffman'," 
protested  Annabelle. 

"I  think  that  you  are  both  wrong; 
but  there's  a card  up  there — I'll  go 
and  see  for  myself!"  stated  Madge, 
suiting  the  action  to  the  word.  She 
came  back  triumphant. 

"You're  way  off,  girls!  It's  the 
'Refrain  from  Spitting'." 

— "Exchange." 

Conductor:  "Did  you  get  home 

all  right  last  night,  sir?" 

Passenger:  "Of  course — why  do 

you  ask?" 

Conductor:  "Well,  when  you  got 

up  and  gave  the  lady  your  seat  last 
night,  you  were  the  only  two  in  the 
car." 

— "Exchange." 


A hick  is  a person  who  looks  both 
ways  before  crossing  a one  way  street. 


Barber:  "How  do  you  like  this 

soap?" 

Shavee:  "It  tasted  fine.  You  must 

come  and  have  lunch  with  me  some 
day." 


EXONERATED 

Eather:  "Young  man,  last  night 

I saw  you  kissing  my  daughter. 
What  have  you  to  say  in  expla- 
nation?" 

Young  Man:  "Only  that  I thought 

you  had  gone  to  bed,  sir." 


• — "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


A BARGAIN! 


Mike  was  an  honest  man.  He  worked 
hard  all  day  putting  one  brick  on  top 
of  another,  and  at  night  he  would 
come  home  and  proudly  tell  his  wife 
how  many  bricks  he  had  laid.  Then  he 
would  eat  his  supper,  read  the  paper 
a bit,  and  maybe  go  out  to  the  corner 
for  a class  of  beer  before  going  to  bed. 

Mike  liked  to  talk,  but  his  friends 
always  had  to  be  careful  what  they 
said  about  women,  home  and  the  coun- 
try,- for  with  Mike,  all  was  right  with 
the  world,  and  he  wouldn't  stand  for 
any  slurs  against  the  verities.  If  a 
stranger  should  happen  to  decry  the 
saintliness  of  womanhood,  Mike  would 
first  blacken  his  eye,  then  pick  him  up 
and  stick  his  head  in  a glass  of  beer. 
Yes,  Mike  was  an  honest  and  trusting 
man. 

One  day  while  Mike  was  working. 


the  bricks  ran  out,  and  as  it  was  too 
late  to  order  a new  shipment,  the  boss 
gave  Mike  the  rest  of  the  day  off.  It 
was  the  first  afternoon  Mike  had  to 
himself  in  years.  He  went  straight 
home,  and  for  the  first  time  found  the 
front  door  locked.  He  called  to  his  wife 
Mary,  and  she  let  him  in. 

"Oh  Mike,"  she  said,  "there’s  a man 
here  who  wants  to  buy  our  old  phono- 
graph. He  says  he  will  give  us  five 
dollars  for  it.  He's  looking  it  over  now." 

Mike  took  a half-glance  at  the  man, 
said  nothing  and  went  into  the  bath- 
room. When  he  returned,  he  held  a 
pipe  in  his  hand.  "Mary,  whose  pipe  is 
this?" 

"That  belongs  to  the  man  there.  He 
said  it  needed  cleaning,  and  he  didn't 
want  to  dirty  the  floor." 

"Well,  give  it  to  him,  and  tell  him 


to  be  careful  or  he'll  lose  it."  And  Mike 
went  into  the  bedroom.  "Mary,"  he 
called,  "what  are  those  shoes  doing  un- 
der the  bed?" 

"Those  belong  to  the  man,  Mike  dar- 
tin'. He  said  they  hurt  his  feet,  so  I let 
him  put  your  slippers  on." 

Mike  read  the  paper  for  a while,  and 
then  called  to  Mary  for  a glass  of 
water.  When  she  brought  it  to  him,  he 
noticed  that  all  she  had  on  was  a 
nightgown.  "Mary,"  he  asked,  "how 
come  that's  all  you're  wearing  on  such 
a cold  day?" 

"Why,  I'm  just  after  taking  a bath, 
and  I haven't  had  time  to  get  dressed 
yet." 

"That’s  right— it  is  Saturday,"  Mike 
mumbled  as  he  turned  to  the  sports 
page.  But  Mike's  customary  complac- 
ency was  ruffled,  and  he  was  disturbed 
because  he  didn’t  know  the  why  of  it. 
"Mary,"  he  called  again,  "why  was  the 
door  locked  when  I came  home?" 

Mary  answered  him  from  the  kitchen, 
"That  man  there  said  that  he  had  some 
valuable  tools  he  didn't  want  stolen,  so 
he  locked  it." 

But  Mike  was  still  uneasy.  He  just 
didn't  feel  his  old  self.  He  put  down 
the  paper,  walked  into  the  other  room 
and  looked  at  the  man  working  on  the 
phonograph.  " Mary,"  Mike  called, 
"how  come  the  man  hasn't  any  pants 
on?" 

Mary  came  out  of  the  kitchen.  "He 
tore  them  on  the  phonograph,  the  poor 
soul,  and  I promised  him  I would 
mend  them  as  soon  as  I put  the  roast 
on."  She  hesitated  a minute.  "Mike,  will 
you  go  down  to  the  grocer's  and  get 
some  potatoes?  I forgot  all  about 
them." 

Mike  stood  up  and  threw  the  paper 
to  the  floor.  "Sure  I'll  get  them  I But  be- 
fore I go,  I want  you  to  know  that  no- 
body can  put  over  anything  on  Mike  I 
I'm  the  boss  of  this  house,  and  what  I 
say  goes!  And  I won't  be  tricked  by  no 
slick  wise  guy.  That  phonograph  is 
worth  at  least  ten  dollars,  and  I won't 
take  a penny  less!"  Mike  pulled  on  his 
hat  and  stamped  out  of  the  house. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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"Well,  here  we  are  alone.  What  shall  we  do  now?" 
"You  silly  fool  ..." 

"Thanks,  I shall." 

— "Exchange." 


Coach:  "What's  the  . matter  with  you  fellows? 

You  look  like  a bunch  of  amateurs  today." 

— "Exchange." 


"Yeah,  from  the  witches'  union.  She  won't  let  us  sell 
the  brooms." 


I felt  for  my  watch — it  was  gone. 

I felt  for  my  pants — they  were  gone. 

I felt  for  my  shoes — they  were  gone 
Where  was  I? 

I was  in  bed. 

— "Sour  Owl." 


Youngster:  "Is  this  a picture  of  your  girl?" 

Eirst  Class:  "Yeah,  why?" 

Youngster:  "She  must  be  rich." 


A coed's  week  is  divided  into  two  parts — one  for 
dating,  and  one  for  talking  about  her  dates. 


"Now,"  said  the  professor,  "pass  all  your  papers  to 
the  end  of  the  row;  have  a carbon  sheet  under  each  one, 
and  1 can  correct  all  the  mistakes  at  once." 


"Why  George,  what's  the  matter?  You  look  as  if  you'd 
just  seen  a ghost!" 
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SO  YOU  WANT  A DATE 

By  A Five-Year-Man 

For  you  men  who  are  new  in  our  midst,  for  those  of  you  who  face  the  prospect  of  four  long  years 
amid  these  pillars  of  stone,  The  Old  Line,  with  characteristic  diligence  and  efficiency,  has  discovered 
and  compiled  the  following  invaluable  information  about  your  compatriots,  as  they  are,  and  as  they 

always  have  been. 


(Editor’s  Note : The  following  ma- 
terial was  found  in  the  personal  note- 
book of  a five-year  man,  whom  for 
the  usual  reasons  we  leave  unnamed. 
His  experiences  have  made  him,  we 
feel,  an  unpeered  authority  on  Mary- 
land maidens;  have  made  him  an 
expert  in  the  field  of  coed  classi- 
fication; have  made  him,  in  short,  a 
five-year  man.) 

TYPE  A THE  GEYSER  TYPE 

There  is  nothing  essentially  wrong 
with  this  type  of  coed,  save  that  she 
knows  no  middle  ground  for  her 
emotions.  Everything  that  she  doesn't 
just  lo-o-o-ve  she  simply  hates.  On 
a date  she  believes  it  to  be  vital  that 
everyone  present  know  exactly  how 
she  feels  about  each  subject  as  it 
arises.  She  rarely  introduces  a 
topic,  but  loses  no  time  in  telling  how 
each  affects  her.  Her  most  charac- 
teristic remark,  'T  just  simply  lo-o-o-ve 
that,"  is  sometimes  varied  by  the 
guestion,  "Don't  you  just  simply 
lo-o-o-ve  that?"  Never  has  she  been 
known  to  react  passively  to  anything. 
There  is  on  record  the  case  of  No. 
A-24796,  who,  in  one  evening,  is 
reported  to  have  just  simply  lo-o-o-ved 
Benny  Goodman,  Sigma  Nus,  fur- 
lined  overshoes,  thermodynamics, 
Frank  Capra  productions,  physio- 
therapy, and  dream  poetry.  In  the 
same  evening  she  just  simply  despised 
cross-word  puzzles,  books  with  green 
covers,  cigars,  clarinet  players,  36th 
street,  Atlantic  City,  and  blue  ear- 
rings. Type  A dates  seven  different 
boys  each  week. 

TYPE  B BALLOT  BOX  TYPE 

Type  B is  probably  the  most  easily 
recognizable  of  all  coeds,  for  she 


wears  always  the  two  unmistakable 
totems  of  her  calling — a fixed  smile 
and,  around  her  neck,  a collection  of 
the  keys  and  emblems  which  are  the 
perguisites  of  the  offices  she  holds. 
She  has  that  which  is  often  mistaken 
for  intelligence — the  ability  to  be 
noncomittal.  She  likes  school,  she 
likes  people,  she  likes  everything; 
but  best  of  all  she  likes  to  organize 
things.  Never  is  she  so  happy  as 
when  she  is  casting,  arranging,  or 
systemizing.  She  loves  to  feel  that 
she  is  on  the  inside  track  with  the 
administration.  Twenty-seven  de- 
funct campus  organizations  can  be 
traced  to  No.  B-4132,  one  of  the  most 
virulent  of  this  type. 


TYPE  C SELDOM  SEEN  TYPE 

Type  C is  also  known  as  the  My- 
God  - I - Got  - Four  - Hours  - Of  - B 
Type.  She  is  a strangely  reticent 
type,  apparently  allergic  to  sunlight, 
for  she  emerges  from  her  room  only 
to  dash  to  classes,  where  she  sits  in 
a dark  corner  and  amuses  her  fellows 
by  writing  for  fifty  minutes  in  a little 
black  notebook.  At  the  sound  of  the 
ten-after  bell  she  goes  either  to  her 
room  or  to  the  library.  Despite  her 
meek  and  unassuming  appearance 
she  is  usually  a woman  of  firm  con- 
victions, chief  among  which  are  that 
men  are  to  be  tolerated  but  not  en- 


couraged. She  is  seldom  seen  in 
familiar  places,  but  occasionally  turns 
up  at  a dance  looking  as  if  she 
wished  she  hadn't.  She  may  be 
recognized  by  her  flat  heels  and  a 
firm,  resolute  step. 

TYPE  D LEVEL-TEASPOON- 
OF-SALT-TYPE 

Type  D,  while  not  particularly  rare, 
may  be  found  in  large  guantities  only 
in  the  vicinity  of  the  Home  Ec  build- 
ing. She  can  both  cook  and  sew, 
and  she  knows  it,  and  she  is  rather 
belligerent  about  the  whole  thing. 
She  vaguely  realizes  that  marriage 
is  the  aim  and  end  of  all  living,  and 
she  intends  to  do  something  about  it. 
The  man  she  gets  will  have  his  meals 
out  of  Pierre's  Culinary  Manual.  He 
will  have  a calm,  dull,  well-ordered 
life,  and  his  shirts  will  always  have 
all  the  buttons  on  them.  In  school 
she  wears  the  pin  of  someone  with 
whom  she  goes  steady.  She  has  been 
wearing  that  same  pin  for  two  and 
one-halt  years.  She  will  still  be 
wearing  it  when  she  graduates. 

TYPE  E ROBUST,  OR  GOLF- 
‘N’-TENNIS-TYPE 

Not  very  common,  but  extremely 
nocuous  is  Type  E.  She  is  easily 
recognizable  by  her  heavy  white 
wool  sweater  adorned  by  a large  gold 
"M",  her  crepe-soled  shoes,  and  her 
thick  ankles.  She  probably  first  got 
that  way  playing  hockey  in  Gym. 
Somehow  after  that  it  started  to  grow 
on  her  and  now  she  can't  control  the 
impulse  to  get  out  and  romp  in  the 
green  fields  under  a warm,  invig- 
orating sun.  She  goes  in  for  golf, 
tennis,  riding,  archery,  hockey,  swim- 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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MOONLIGHT  and  MILDEW  . . . 


Drudgery 

Down  in  the  tropics,  they  say  this 
(We  only  happened  to  discover  it:) 
"Gettin'  mad  is  just  double  work — 
Gettin'  mad, 

And  gettin'  over  it." 


We  Ask  . . . 

Thermometers,  and  calendars. 
Speedometers  and  clocks. 
Altimeters,  weather-vanes. 
Barometers. 

How  hot?  What  day? 

How  fast?  What  time? 

How  high?  What  wind? 

How  wet? 

Is  there  a dammeter 
To  tell 

How  much  of  a damn  anyone  gives? 


Draught 

She  to  him  is  liguid  fire — 

Drink  he  finds  her  eyes;  her  face.  Her 
Love  he  drinks  too  deeply  of. 

And  finds  that  sorrow  is  his  chaser. 


The  cast-iron  cross  that  dangles 
On  your  hypocritical  chest, 

God  will  mistake  for  a cast-iron 

Cross,  hanging  on  a hypocritical  chest. 

If  you  are  not  too  careful.  Dr.  Lewis. 
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THE  MAGIC  OF  NUMBERS 

There  are  seventeen  ways 
Of  singing  your  praise, 

There  are  seventeen  ways  to  your  heart. 

I know  seventeen  ways 
If  singing  your  praise, 

But  I haven't  the  courage  to  start. 

Oh,  with  seventeen  ways 
Of  singing  your  praise 
It's  a shame  that  I have  to  desist 
From  the  seventeen  ways 
Of  singing  your  praise. 

Since  I'm  only  eighteenth  on  your  list. 

-P.  J. 

• 

The  quack  was  selling  an  elixir  which  he  declared 
would  make  men  live  to  a great  age. 

"Look  at  me,"  he  shouted,  "hale  and  hearty,  and  I'm 
over  300  years  old." 

"Is  he  really  as  old  as  that?"  asked  a listener,  of  the 
youthful  assistant. 

"I  can't  say,"  whispered  the  assistant.  "I've  only 
worked  for  him  100  years!"  —Exchange 


• “You  gotta  be  careful.  He  gets  mad  when  he  loses.’’ 


THE  WOLF 

His  name  was  Wolf,  and  he  was  just  the  type  that 
people  tried  to  keep  away  from  their  doorsteps. 

On  this  particular  night,  the  Wolf  "crashed"  a rather 
high-class  party.  The  Wolf  was  dazed  because  he  was  not 
used  to  attending  socials  where  all  the  lights  were  on,  and 
the  people  actually  danced.  The  host  noticed  the  Wolf's 
discomfiture  and  went  over  to  him.  "What's  the  matter? 
You  don't  seem  to  be  enjoying  yourself." 

"Say  Mister,"  the  Wolf  whispered,  "would  you  object 
if  I kissed  one  of  the  girls?" 

"No,  of  course  not,"  answered  the  host  and  walked  off. 

The  Wolf  smiled;  maybe  it  wasn't  such  a bad  party 
after  all.  He  walked  over  to  a little  red-head  and  asked, 
"Wanna  kiss  ?" 

She  looked  at  him  for  a minute,  arched  her  thin  brows, 
and  then  slapped  him  angrily.  But  this  did  not  stop  the 
Wolf.  He  approached  a blonde,  tapped  her  on  the  shoulder 
and  said,  "Wanna  kiss?" 

The  blonde  didn't  even  take  time  to  arch  her  eye- 
brows, but  walloped  him  with  a left  that  would  have 
put  Babe  Didrikson  to  shame. 

The  Wolf  was  still  undaunted.  He  started  towards  an- 
other young  lady,  but  the  host  cut  him  off  and  took  him 
aside.  "Say,  listen,  I said  I didn't  object  to  your  kissing  fhe 
girls,  but  for  heaven's  sake  use  a little  tact.  Start  a con- 
versation and  lead  up  to  it,  if  you  must,  but  use  some  tact." 

Wolf  nodded  his  head  in  the  affirmative.  "Watch  my 
tact,  just  watch  it!"  he  said,  and  once  again  started  out  for 
the  cute  brunette  in  the  corner.  He  tapped  her  on  the 
shoulder  and  said,  "Did  you  see  the  football  game  last 
week?" 

"Yes,"  she  replied. 

"Do  you  wanna  kiss?"  asked  the  Wolf. 
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LADDER 

...  A Fantasy 

By  Christine  Kempton 


I should  like  to  take  a long,  solid,  ladder  Mister,  and 
climb  out  of  love. 

The  only  reason  I fell  in  was  that  1 hate  to  be  on  high 
places,  and  it  seemed  lonely  up  there  with  the  cold  wind 
blowing,  and  only  a few  disillusioned  old  trees  creaking 
against  the  sky. 

So  I fell,  because  1 was  tired  of  peering  down  over  the 
edge,  and  watching  the  people  below,  winding  themselves 
up  in  smug  little  balls  of  moonshine  and  floating  about. 
A sly  wind  came  up  and  must  have  blown  sea-sand  in  my 
eyes,  because  it  wasn't  hard  to  fall  in  love. 

But  now  I see  what  happens  down  here.  Mister.  There 
isn’t  moonshine  at  all.  People  are  merely  surrounded  by 
silly,  giggling  mists. 

Situations  shift  with  amoebic  movement  from  triangles 
to  quadrangles  to  octagonals.  There  is  no  such  thing  here 
as  the  warm,  reassuring  constancy  of  a circle,  that  I used 
to  dream  about. 

Men  take  out  their  hearts,  slice  them  thin,  and  spread 
them  on  note  paper.  Then  they  secretly  grow  new  hearts. 
Women  take  the  molten  glass  of  their  souls,  blow  it  into 
perfection,  and  shatter  it  at  a weakened  man.  Then  they 
secretly  grow  new  souls. 

This  is  what  1 find  down  here,  and  that's  why  1 want 
a ladder  so  1 can  climb  on  back  to  that  high,  cold  place. 
And  if  I ever  do.  I'll  take  one  of  those  knotty  trees  by  an 
elbow,  and  we'll  stand  up  there,  swaying  and  laughing 
together. 

But  I don't  know  how  to  get  out.  It's  far  down,-  it's 
hazy  and  confusing.  It's  mixed  up  with  sudden  meaning 
glances,-  with  a scattering  of  glittering  nights,-  with  the 
touch  of  a hand,  and  a flicker  of  understanding— all  artfully 
distributed.  Mister.  Clever  bellows  for  a temperamental 
stove  I 

But  quickly  . . . 

Let  me  tell  you  the  songs  I found  out  about  people.  Let 
me  tell  you  what  love  is. 

COLLEGE 

Only  impressions 

And  studied  expressions  ,- 

Passions  of  youth 

Which  are  merely  obscessions. 

Coeds  handing  out  their  hearts  attached  to  rubber  bands  ,- 
Boys  looking  down  and  finding  eggshells  in  their  hands. 

MATURITY 

Bachelors  with  bankrolls, 

Ladies  with  "ice”; 

Scarce  are  illusions, 

For  high  is  the  price. 


Fragrant  words  in  champagne  dipped,  and  lost  as  soon  as 
spoken, - 

Gold-spun  words  that  tinkle  down  on  hearts  which  stay 
unbroken. 

OLDER 

Tremulous  flames 
Under  gathering  clouds  ,- 
Eager  old  eyes 

peering  up  out  of  shrouds. 

Weeping,  withered  apples  cling  to  heartless  branches,  and 
They  will  fall... and  so  will  all.  And  still  will  shift  the 
sand. 

« * « 

Oh,  I've  been  collecting  people's  numbers,  and  I have 
them  written  down  neatly  before  me  in  a smiling  hand- 
writing. 

I've  shoved  my  spy-glass  hard  into  people's  faces.  It's 
all  a mad  game  of  ring  down  the  curtain.  . .and  ring  it  up 
again— on  something  new. 

So  send  me  a corsage  of  words,-  I'll  pick  it  to  pieces 
until  I find  a word  that  hurts,-  then  I will  build  a hate  out 
of  it.  I have  learned  to  do  that. 

Sit  under  your  lilac  bush.  Mister,  and  tell  me  about 
your  little  shelf  of  pink  illusions.  I know  what  this  is  all 
about.  Pain  is  the  only  sincere  thing,-  you  don’t  have  to 
ask  for  that. 

. . .Yes,  I have  walked  in  the  marshes.  Mister,-  and  you 
can't  strike  your  timid  match  on  the  sole  of  my  shoe 
again . . . 

« « * 

I just  looked  around,  and  I suddenly  feel  a little  gay. 
It's  nice  way  up  here  like  this,  with  a cold,  clean  wind 
whistling  through  these  wise  old  trees... 


Sheepherders  are  notoriously  men  of  few  words. 
Grandpa  tells  a story  of  three  sheepherders  who  had  lived 
together  for  years.  They  lived  up  in  the  hills,  miles  away 
from  civilization.  They  had  been  having  a pretty  quiet 
time,  not  a word  had  been  spoken  for  over  a year,  when 
one  day  a man  rode  by  on  a horse. 

Several  weeks  later  one  of  them  spoke.  "Nice  white 
horse,"  he  said. 

Two  months  passed,  and  one  of  his  companions  re- 
plied, "That  horse  wasn't  white,-  it  was  black." 

Passed  another  six  months  of  silence;  then  the  third 
sheepherder  rose  one  day  and  started  to  pack  his  clothes. 
"Boys,"  he  said,  "I'm  leaving.  I can't  stand  this  arguin'." 
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Well  gladly  send  you  at  our  expense,  a full 
day's  supply  of  this  tobacco,  which  most  men 
claim  to  be  the  finest  blend  they've  ever  tried 

Dear  Sir: 

Probably,  like  most  pipe  smokers,  you 
are  constantly  on  the  lookout  for  a finer 
tobacco  than  any  you  have  ever  smoked. 

We  believe  we  have  achieved  such  a 
winning  blend  in  Briggs  Pipe  Mixture  and 
most  of  those  who  try  it  agree  with  us. 

But  we  don’t  ask  you  to  accept  their 
verdict.  We  don't  ask  you  to  spend  a cent. 

Instead,  we  offer  you  free  a full  ilay's 
supply  of  this  unique  tobacco  and  ask  of 
you  only  the  simple  favor  of  trying  it  at 
our  expense. 

We  belie\  c in  the  short  space  of  1 
smoking  day  you  will  become  a Briggs 
fan.  We  believe  you  will  readily  see  that 
Briggs  surpasses  other  pipe  - tobaccos  in 
these  4 ways. 

In  4 Ways  Superior 

There  is  nothing  unusual  about  these  1 
claims  we  make  for  Briggs.  The  difference 
is,  smokers  tell  us,  they  are  true.  Most 
men  who  try  Briggs  find  in  it  these  4 
advantages : 

1.  More  delightful  in  flavor.  2.  Cooler  burn- 


ing (mellowed  4 full  years).  3.  Utterly  bite- 
less to  tongue  and  throat.  4.  Keeps  pipe 
cleaner  and  sweeter. 

Now  Mail  the  Coupon 

^'on’t  you  give  us  a fair  chance  to  prove 
our  case  for  Briggs?  Remember  it  is  at  our 
expense,  it  costs  you  nothing.  And  this 
free  full  day  test  of  Briggs  may  easily 
introduce  you  to  the  pipe  tobacco  you 
have  alwavs  sought.  The  coupon  is  for 
your  convenience.  % On’t  you  fill  it  in  now, 
please,  before  you  forget? 

Copr.,  1937,  by  P.  LorMlard  Co.,  Inc. 


1 full  day’s  smoking  FREE 


J Mail  to  BRIGGS,  119  W.  40th  Street, 
I New  York  City,  ft>r  a generous  supply  of 
I Briggs  Pipe  Mixture. 

I (Offer  good  in  United  States  only.) 


\ Name— 
I Slrrrt-- 


('I’lns  offer  expires  Dee.  13,  19.37)  lOOA 


A hoi  spell  slory  that  we  like  is  about 
the  girl  who  went  swimming  in  the  raw 
in  a secluded  mill  pond.  Along  came  a 
little  boy  who  tied  knots  in  her  clothes. 
She  flopped  around,  found  an  old  wash- 
tub,  held  it  up  in  front  of  her  and 
marched  toward  the  little  boy  saying, 
"You  little  brat,  do  you  know  what  I'm 
thinking?” 

"Sure,"  replied  the  brat.  "You're 
thinking  that  tub  has  a bottom  in  it." 

—Northwestern  Purple  Parrot 

"What  kind  of  dress  did  Betty  wear 
to  the  party  last  night?" 

"I  don't  know,  but  I think  it  was 
checked." 

"Boy,  that  must  have  been  some 
party  I" 


Old  Lady:  Little  boy,  I wouldn't  kick 
my  sister  around  the  street  like  that  if 
I were  you. 

Little  Boy:  Oh,  it's  all  right.  She's 
dead.  —Maroon  Bee 


Glotz:  Pardon  me,  but  is  your  name 
Joe  Glotz? 

Clutz:  No,  why? 

Glotz:  Then  get  out  of  my  topcoat. 
I'm  going  home. 

—Bored  Walk 


Drunk  (to  splendidly  uniformed  by- 
stander): Shay,  call  me  a cab,  will  ya? 

Splendidly  Uniformed  Bystander:  My 
good  man,  I am  not  the  doorman,-  I am 
a naval  officer. 

Drunk:  Awright,  then  call  me  a boat. 
I gotta  get  home. 

"Do  you  turn  left  here?" 

"Right." 

"Right  ?" 

"Right." 

"Right." 

"You  turned  right." 

"You  said  right." 

"I  said  left." 

"I  said  right  when  you  said  right." 

"No,  I said  right  when  you  said  left." 

"Yes,  but  I said  right  when  you  said 
right  when  I said  left." 

"I  know,  but  I said  right  when  you 
said  right  when  — oh,  hell,  move  over 
and  let  me  drive." 


J 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Fifteen 


LIFER 

By  Jerry  Hardy 


WITHOUT  interrupting  the  slow,  steady  rise,  fall, 
rise,  fall  of  his  shovel.  Old  Pete  made  his  way 
down  to  the  fair-haired  youngster  who  was  shoveling 
the  dry  clay  into  a big  truck  a few  yards  away  from  him. 
Old  Pete  spoke  from  the  corner  of  his  mouth,  his  pick 
still  working,  "I  know  what  you're  thinkin',  kid,"  rise, 
"and  don't  try  it,"  fall.  "When  you've  been  here  as 
long  as  I have,"  rise,  "you'll  realize  you  can't  win," 
fall.  "Them  guns  don't  shoot  bb's,"  rise,  "and  them 
clubs  ain't  made  of  sponge  rubber,"  fall. 

The  fair-haired  youngster  followed  Old  Pete's  ex- 
ample. Shovel,  "Listen,  Pop,  when 
I break,"  toss,  "they're  never  goin' 
to  see  me  until  it's  too  late  to  use 
them  pop  guns."  Shovel,  "I  don't 
like  this  hotel,"  toss,  "And  I'm  goin' 
to  check  out,"  shovel.  "Damn  soon," 
toss.  "They're  not  goin'  to  keep  me," 
shovel,  "in  here  for  somethin'  I 
didn't  do,"  toss. 

"Remember  this,  kid,"  fall,  "they 
can  put  you  in  here  for  what  you 
don't  do,"  rise,  "but  they  keep  you 
here  for  what  you  do  do,"  fall. 

"And  trying  to  get  out  is  one  of  the," 
rise,  "things  they  like  best  to  keep 
you  here  for,"  fall. 

"That's  all  right  for  you.  Pop,"  shovel,  "but  I'm 
young,"  toss,  "and  ..." 

"Take  it  easy,"  rise,  "the  guard,"  fall. 

"All  right,  you  two,  break  it  up." 

The  two  convicts  continued  their  work  without  a 
word,  and  presently  the  guard  moved  on. 

"See,  Pop,"  shovel,  "that's  what  I mean,"  toss.  "I 
ain't  used  to  bein'  ordered  around,"  shovel.  "I  can't 
stand  it  much  longer,"  toss. 

"You'll  stand  it  son,"  rise,  "or  you'll  find  out  just  how 
much  you  can  stand,"  fall.  "You'll  be  all  right;  they 
just  haven't  broken  you  yet,"  rise;  "but  they  will,"  fall. 

"Not  me.  Pop,"  shovel,  "I'm  planning  a little  break 
of  my  own  first,"  toss. 

"I  like  your  nerve,  kid"  rise.  "You'll  never  make  it, 
but  I hope  you  do,"  fall.  "When  you  goin'  to  try  it?" 
rise. 

"Tomorrow,"  shovel,  "we  should  be  working,"  toss, 
"down  by  the  thick  part  of  those  woods,"  shovel.  "I 
happen  to  know,"  toss,  "that  there's  a big  marsh  in  those 
woods,"  shovel.  "They'll  never  find  us  there,"  toss. 
"Us?"  rise.  "Who's  us?"  fall. 

"You  and  me.  Pop"  shovel.  "Try  it  with  me,"  toss. 


"Two  of  us  would  have  a better  chance,"  shovel,  "than 
one,  and  you're  the  only  bird  in  this  joint  I can  trust," 
toss. 

"Not  me,  son,"  rise.  "I  been  here  long  enough  to 
know,"  fall,  "that  it  won't  work,"  rise.  "I  hope  you 
don't  try  it,"  fall,  "but  good  luck  if  you  do,"  rise. 

That  night  the  convict  in  cell  no.  1347  called  for  a 
guard.  "I  gotta  see  the  warden,"  he  said. 

"What  fur?" 

"Never  mind.  It's  important." 

Something  in  the  old  man's  tone  must  have  convinced 
the  guard,  for  grudgingly  he  un- 
locked the  door  and  escorted  the  old 
man  down  the  long,  barren  corridor 
to  the  warden's  office. 

"One  of  the  men  is  outside,"  he 
told  the  official,  "Says  he  has  some- 
thing important  to  tell  you." 

"All  right,  show  him  in." 

The  old  man  shuffled  into  the 
warden's  office,  and  the  guard  re- 
tired. 

"You  had  something  you  wanted 
to  tell  me?" 

"Yessir.  It's  about  no.  35724,  sir. 
He's  going  to  try  to  escape  tomorrow." 
"What!  Are  you  sure?  How  do 

"Yessir.  He  told  me  about  it  today.  He's  planning 
to  break  into  the  woods  late  tomorrow  afternoon.  He 
tried  to  get  me  to  go  with  him,  but  I wouldn't." 

"Hmm.  No.  35724.  He's  a friend  of  yours,  isn't  he?" 

"Why,  yessir,  in  a way.  But  I knew  better  than  to 
try  to  escape  with  him,  sir." 

The  warden  looked  strangely  at  the  old  man  for  a 
moment.  Then  he  bent  over  his  work,  and  spoke 
brusguely,  "All  right,  we'll  take  care  of  no.  35724. 
And  we  won't  forget  you  for  this." 

"Yessir.  That's  what  I hoped  you'd  say,  sir." 

Again  the  warden  looked  at  the  old  man,  seemed 
about  to  say  something,  changed  his  mind,  and  sum- 
moned the  guard.  "Take  him  back  to  his  cell,"  he  said. 

On  the  way  back  down  the  long  corridor,  the  old  man 
passed  the  fair-haired  youngster's  cell.  "Sorry,  kid," 
he  muttered  to  himself,  "but  when  you  been  here  as 
as  long  as  I have,  you  learn  to  take  everything  you  can 
get  without  being  sgueamish  about  how  you  get  it." 

The  next  day  the  work  on  the  road  was  the  same. 
The  old  man  worked  his  pick,  rise,  fall,  rise,  fall;  and 
(Continued  on  page  21) 


you  know?" 


ANALOGY 


Girls  and  billiard  balls  kiss  each 
other  with  about  the  same  amount 
of  feeling. 


ferable'  mean  on  this  bid?" 

Stewed:  "It  meansh  that  no  person 
will  be  admitted  unless  he  comesh 
hisshelf." 


Dammit,  Jacob  Grimm, 
I thought  I told  you  to 
stop  having  hallucina- 
tions in  my  back  yard ! 


New  Circus  Actress:  "You  know 

sir,  this  is  my  first  job  in  a circus. 
You'd  better  tell  me  what  to  do  to 
keep  from  making  mistakes." 

Manager:  "Well,  don't  ever  un- 

dress before  the  bearded  lady." 

— "Mercury." 


Office  Boy:  "Someone  to  see  you, 

sir;  a gentleman  with  a mustache." 

Absent-minded  Employer:  "I  can't 

see  him.  Tell  him  I have  one  already." 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


DIFFICULTY 

"I  can't  eat  this  steak." 

"I'll  call  the  manager." 

"I  can't  eat  this  steak." 

"I'll  call  Mr.  Thompson." 

"I  can't  eat  this  steak." 

"What's  the  matter  with  it?" 

"Nothin'.  Only  I ain't  got  a knife." 

^"Old  Maid." 


Football  Coach  (to  player  stretched 
out  on  the  ground) : "Are  you  a con- 

tortionist?" 

Player:  "No." 

Coach:  "Well,  then,  you  have  a 

broken  arm." 

— "Exchange." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


TRICKED 

Stunt  Aviator;  "I  fooled  75%  of 
those  people  down  there.  They 
thought  I was  going  to  fall.” 

Passenger:  "Yes,  and  you  fooled 

50%  of  us  up  here.” 

— "Octupus.” 


An  agitator  was  addressing  a band 
of  strikers. 

"Only  $12  a week!”  he  cried. 
"How  can  a man  be  a Christian  on 
$12  a week?” 

"How,”  yelled  a voice,  "can  he  be 
anything  else?” 


The  pastor  was  examining  one  of 
the  younger  classes,  and  asked  the 
guestion,  "What  are  the  sins  of 
omission?” 

After  a little  silence,  one  young 
lady  offered:  "Please,  sir,  they're 

the  sins  we  ought  to  have  committed 
and  haven't.” 


A man  who  had  run  out  of  gas  on 
the  outskirts  of  a country  town  saw  a 
boy  coming  along  the  road  carrying 
a large  tin  can. 

"I  hope  that's  gasoline  in  that  can,” 
he  said. 

"I  hope  it  ain't,”  replied  the  boy. 
"It  would  taste  pretty  punk  on  ma's 
pancakes.” 

— "Log.” 


Eighteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Westyle  Fruhauf 

Clothes  Clothes 

• DOBBS  HATS  • 


THE  WEST  LABEL 

in  your  clothes  and 
haberdashery  means 
you  appreciate  real 
quality  and  authentic 
style. 


Sidney  West,  I nc. 

I4th  and  G 
Washington,  D.  C. 

EUGENE  C.  GOTT,  President 


FISHING  STORY 

Early  this  spring  two  students,  one 
of  whom  was  in  arts  and  the  other 
engineering,  rented  a small  boat  and 
went  fishing.  Luckily  they  found  a 
choice  spot  on  the  lake  where  they 
pulled  in  dozens  of  fine  looking  fish. 

"Say,”  said  the  arts  student,  "this 
is  the  best  spot  on  the  lake  to  fish. 
Let's  mark  it." 

"How'll  we  do  that?"  replied  the 
engineer. 

"We  can  take  this  axe  and  make  a 
nick  in  the  boat  right  here,"  rejoined 
the  arts  student. 

"Don't  be  silly,"  said  the  engineer. 
"That  idea  won't  work.  How  do  we 
know  we'll  ever  get  the  same  boat 
again?" 


SO  YOU  WANT  A DATE  .... 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
ming,  and  winds  up  the  day  with  a 
good  hike.  When  she  goes  to  foot- 
ball games,  which  she  always  does, 
she  calmly  explains  to  her  escort  the 


difference  between  a safety  and  a 
touchback.  She  breathes  deeply 
and  counts  while  she  is  walking. 


TYPE  F BUT-FREUD-SAYS 
TYPE 

Type  E read  a book  once  and  she 
has  never  recovered.  She  has  been 
described  as  knowing  nothing  in  a 
loud  voice.  There  is  no  subject  on 
which  she  is  not  an  unqualified 
authority,  and  she  is  more  than 
willing  to  give  of  her  erudition.  She 
can  and  will  quote  from  minor  Vic- 
torian poets.  She  is  fairly  certain 
that  she  knows  what  is  wrong  with 
the  world  and  positive  that  she  could 
run  things  much  better  if  she  were 
given  half  a chance.  If  she  is  in  the 
advanced  stages,  she  probably  calls 
table  salt  NaCl.  Philosophy,  chemis- 
try, psychology,  drama,  all  arts,  all 
sciences  are  her  forte.  She  plans  to 
write  a book  some  day. 


DIARY 

Dec.  26:  Snowin'.  Can't  go 

huntin'. 

Dec.  27:  Still  snowin'.  Can't  go 

huntin'. 

Dec.  28:  Still  snowin'.  Shot 

Grandmaw. 

—"Old  Maid." 


Soph:  "Man  is  wonderful.  He 

has  learned  to  fly  better  than  the 
birds." 

Erosh:  "Yes,  but  he  hasn't  learned 

to  sit  on  a barbed  wire  fence." 


A young  mother,  having  had  very 
little  time  to  get  to  a hospital,  gave 
birth  to  a child  on  the  hospital  lawn. 
The  father  was  greatly  chagrined 
upon  receiving  a bill  marked  "De- 
livery room  and  maternity  ward, 
$160."  Greatly  upset  he  wrote  to 
the  authorities,  carefully  explaining 
that  he  did  not  have  to  pay  this  fee 
because  of  the  child's  having  been 
born  on  the  lawn. 

Several  days  later  he  received  a 
bill  marked,  "Green  fees,  $160." 

— "Exchange.” 


Professor:  "I'm  letting  you  out 

ten  minutes  early.  Go  quietly  so  as 
not  to  awaken  the  other  classes." 

— "Exchange." 


"Stork  came  to  our  house  yester- 
day, and  left  a baby." 

"That's  nothing.  Crane  came  to 
our  house  and  left  a bath  tub.” 

— "Mountain  Goat." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


CENSORED! 


Every  once  in  a while  — a great 
while— there  are  a certain  group  of 
people,  of  course  those  that  are  in  the 
public's  view,  who  begin  to  object  to 
the  obscene  and  lewd  form  the  enter- 
tainment world  assumes.  It  won't  be 
long  before  such  scenes  as  the  follow- 
ing will  be  everyday  occurrences  rath- 
er than  exceptions. 

Censor:  And  now,  young  man,  what 
is  the  name  of  your  picture? 

Author:  "How  Have  You  Been?" 
Censor  (shocked):  Heavens,  you  can't 
use  such  a little!  Why  that  suggests  ill- 
ness and  disease.  Any  motion  picture 
patron  is  liable  to  brood  about  such  a 
title  and  consequently  would  no  longer 
be  sound  of  body  or  mind.  You  see? 
Author:  No. 

Censor:  Well,  it  makes  no  difference. 
You'll  have  to  change  that  title.  Cut  it 
short  or  something. 

Author:  How  about  just  plain  "You"? 
Censor:  "You!"  Don't  be  asinine. 
"You"  suggests  sex.  Suppose  you  have 
a nice  gentle  title  such  as  "Have"? 

Author:  I suppose  it  doesn't  matter 
that  such  a title  will  never  bring  any- 
one to  the  box-office? 

Censor:  We  don't  bother  with  such 
details  here.  Now,  what  is  the  opening 
scene  of  your  picture? 

Author:  Well,  a boy  and  a girl  meet 
one  afternoon— 

Censor  (shrieking):  Stop!  Stop  I say! 
The  very  idea  of  having  a boy  and  a 
girl  meet  in  the  afternoon!  Not  only 
does  it  suggest  sex  immediately,  but 
you  discourage  the  young  from  work- 
ing. What  are  you— a communist? 

Author:  I don't  mean  any  harm  sir 
and  I'm  no  radical.  I'll  swear  by— I just 
thought— 

Censor:  Stop  thinking  or  you'll  never 
become  a successful  screen  writer.  You 
can  have  the  girl  walking  all  alone  but 
the  boy  absolutely  has  to  be  left  out  of 
the  picture.  Proceed  with  your  story. 

Author:  Well,  they— excuse  me,  I for- 
got. The  girl  gets  to  the  end  of  the  road 
and  turns  off  and  walks  a little  ways 
down  where  she  meets  her  mother— 
Censor:  Wait!  Wait!  Don't  you  know 
that  our  new  set  of  rules  for  screen 
writers  forbids  any  mention  of  moth- 
ers? What  does  motherhood  suggest  to 
you?  Babies!  Have  you  forgotten  how 
many  unmarried  couples  go  to  the 
moving  pictures  together?  Do  you  want 


their  minds  contaminated? 

Author:  I'm  very  sorry,  sir.  I always 
thought  that  babies  and  motherhood 
were  very  beautiful. 

Censor:  You  must  forget  the  old 
rules.  Now,  cut  out  that  mother. 

Author:  I'm  a little  mixed  up  now, 
sir.  But  as  I figured  it  out,  the  girl  gets 
into  an  automobile  and— 

Censor:  An  automobile!  Do  you  real- 
ize, my  good  man,  what  you  are  say- 
ing? What  does  an  automobile  mean  to 
you?  Petting  parties!  Gin  guzzling! 
Speed  and  more  speed!  Immorality 
among  the  young!  The  pace  that  kills! 
Nothing  doing,  young  man.  Cut  out 
that  automobile. 

Author:  If  I must,  I must.  Do  you 
mind  if  she  uses  a horse  and  buggy? 

Censor:  On  second  thought,  you  bet- 
ter take  out  the  horse  and  buggy  too. 
"Buggy"  may  bring  unpleasant  thoughts 
to  the  minds  of  the  young  and  the 
horse  may  encourage  gambling.  Cut 
them  both  out.  Now  go  on. 

Author:  But  how  can  I go  on?  My 
original  plot  had  to  do  with  a boy  and 
a girl  who  are  very  much  in  love.  They 
meet  the  girl's  mother  who  objects  to 
their  courtship.  Then  they  take  an  auto- 
mobile ride  and  talk  it  over. 

Censor:  Yes,  yes.  Go  on. 

Author:  How  can  I go  on?  You  have 


already  taken  out  the  boy,  the  mother 
and  the  automobile.  I have  nothing  left 
but  the  girl. 

Censor:  That's  perfect.  What  more 
could  you  ask?  You  are  now  writing 
the  type  of  picture  that  the  "Clean-Up- 
Movies"  people  want  Hollywood  to 
produce.  You  have  a girl  walking  down 
the  road.  Then  she  walks  down  another 
road.  She  keeps  walking  up  and  down 
roads  until  the  picture  is  finished.  You 
change  your  title  to  "The  Girl"  — and 
there  you  are! 

Author:  It  doesn't  sound  right! 

Censor:  Maybe  you're  right.  A girl 
walking  up  and  down  like  that  might 
have  a wrong  influence  on  the  males 
in  the  audience.  Perhaps  we  better  cut 
the  girl  out  also. 

Author  (bursting  out  in  tears):  I'm 
ruined. 

Censor:  Don't  take  it  so  much  to 
heart.  If  you'll  stop  crying.  I'll  give 
you  a real  treat.  Here's  a card  to  a 
filmlegger. 

Author:  You  mean  a fellow  who 
shows  pictures  they  made  back  in 
1937? 

Censor:  That's  right,  but  not  so  loud. 
Here  take  this  card.  Ask  for  Tony  when 
you  get  there.  They're  going  to  show 
"The  Little  Colonel"  at  3:00  o'clock,  but 
for  heavens  sake  don't  tell  a soul! 


! 

( 


THE  OLD  LINE 


St 


DO  1 1/  MAKE 


MYSELF  CLEAR, 
GENTliEMEN?" 


then  he  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


The  glassy-eyed  students  can’t 
listen  to  retisoniiig  until  their  proi 
will  listen  to  reason  about  his  pipe! 
In  plain  English,  professor — it  smells 
had  I Why  not  give  your  hrlar  a 
good  cleaning?  Then  switch  to  a 
milder,  more  fragrant  tobacco.  Try 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh.  It’s  blended  ol 
mellow,  slow-burning  hurleys  grown 
in  the  famous  Blue  Grass  country, 
fifteen  cents  buys  two  full  oiifices... 
and  a hearty  vote  of  approv^al  from 
pipe-wise  students.  Try  a tin  and  see. 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a recent, 
survey  by  Self-Help  Ibireaus  of  1*5  representative 
universities,  stude/its  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  6f>  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majonfij  of  tliese  colleges. 


"I  used  to  know  Mr.  Smithers,  who 
was  with  your  firm.  I understand  that 
he  is  a tried  and  trusted  employee—" 

The  banker  looked  at  his  questioner 
very  coldly.  "He  was  trusted,  yes,-  and 
he  will  be  tried,  if  we  are  fortunate 
enough  to  catch  him." 

• 

"All  extremely  bright  men  are  con- 
ceited." 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  gracefully. 
"Oh,  I don't  know;  I’m  not." 


"Sweetheart,  if  I’d  known  the  tunnel 
was  that  long.  I’d  have  given  you  a 
kiss." 

"Gracious!  Wasn’t  that  you?" 

• 

Mamma:  George,  dear,  come  kiss 
your  new  governess. 

George:  No,-  I don’t  dare  to.  I’m 
afraid.  Daddy  kissed  her  yesterday  and 
she  slapped  his  face. 


"I  hope  you’re  not  afraid  of  mi- 
crobes,” apologized  the  pay-teller  as  he 
cashed  the  young  instructor’s  check 
with  soiled  currency. 

"Don’t  worry,"  replied  the  young 
man,  "a  microbe  couldn’t  live  on  my 
salary." 


"And  you  can’t  multiply  26  by  86, 
Charley?  I’ll  bet  Henry  can  do  it  in  less 
than  no  time." 

"I  shouldn’t  be  surprised.  They  say 
fools  multiply  very  rapidly,  these 
days." 


A member  of  the  Psych  class  on  tour 
asked  an  inmate  his  name. 

"George  Washington,"  was  the  re- 
ply. 

"But,"  said  the  perplexed  lad,  "last 
time  we  were  here  you  were  Abraham 
Lincoln." 

"That,"  returned  the  inmate  sadly, 
"was  by  my  first  wife."  — Drexerd 

• 

Young  Wife:  The  new  nurse  is  very 
scientific.  She  never  lets  anyone  kiss 
the  baby  while  she  is  around. 

Husband:  Who  would? 

And  the  next  day  the  nurse  left. 

• 

"I  was  talking  with  somebody  about 
you  the  other  day.  I’ve  forgotten  who  it 
was,  but  I think  she  knows  you,  al- 
though I can’t  be  sure  because  neither 
of  us  could  quite  remember  your  name." 

"Say,  it’s  a small  world,  isn’t  it?" 


"Still  engaged  to  Maude?" 

"No." 

"Good!" 

’’What?" 

"Good;  how’d  you  get  rid  of  her?" 
"What?" 

"How’d  you  drop  the  old  hag?" 

"I  married  her."  —Bored  Walk 


First  Golfer:  Confound  it,  sir.  You 
nearly  hit  my  wife. 

Second:  Did  I?  Well,  have  a shot  at 
mine. 

He:  May  I break,  please? 

She:  I don’t  believe  we  have  met? 

He:  But  I’m  from  your  home  town 
and  I’ve  known  you  all  my  life. 

She:  I’m  sorry,  I don’t  remember. 

He:  Then  you  can  go  to  hell  for  all 
I’m  concerned. 

She:  Brother,  that  boy  over  there  told 
me  to  go  to  hell. 

Brother:  Buddy,  if  you  don’t  apolo- 
gize to  my  sister.  I’ll  kill  you. 

He:  Lady,  you  need  not  go  to  hell 
right  now,-  I have  talked  it  over  with 
your  brother  and  we  have  made  dif- 
ferent arrangements. 

—Carolina  Buccaneer 


TUNE  IN  Tomtny  Dorsey  an<l  his  Famous  Orrhesfra 
NBC  Blue  Network,  every  Friday  10:00  P.  M.,  E.  w>.  T. 


Twenty-one 


LIFER 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

the  youngster  worked  beside  him,  shovel,  toss,  shovel, 
toss.  Slowly  they  worked  their  way  down  the  road. 
Rise,  fall,  shovel,  toss;  rise,  shovel,  fall  ,toss.  Morning 
passed.  Rise,  fall,  shovel,  toss.  Slowly  the  afternoon 
ticked  away.  "It  won't  be  long,"  shovel,  "Pop;  a little 
while  now,"  toss.  "Try  it  with  me.  Pop,"  shovel.  "We 
can  make  it,"  toss. 

"No,  son,"  rise.  "When  you  been  here  as  long," 
fall  . . . 

"So  long.  Pop,  I'm  leaving,"  fall.  The  shovel  lay  on 
the  ground  at  last. 

"So  long,  kid,"  fall.  The  old  man  turned.  A few 
yards  away  stood  a guard  calmly  lining  up  the  sights  of 
his  rifle  on  the  rapidly  disappearing  figure.  Suddenly 
a wave  of  nausea  swept  over  the  old  man.  "Dirty  rat," 
rise.  "Take  that,"  fall,  and  the  pick  buried  itself  in 
the  guard's  head.  The  convict  looked  around.  The 
boy  had  disappeared.  "Thank  God,"  the  old  man 
breathed. 

Rise.  The  old  man  stood  upright.  A few  yards 
behind  him  another  guard  lined  up  his  sights.  There 
was  the  crack  of  a rifle,  and  . . . fall. 


SUPPU ESA  DISCRIMINATING 
CLIENTELE  WHO  DEMAND 


"I'm  just  crazy  to  go  to  the  Sigma  Nu  dance." 
"I'll  say  you  are." 

— "Juggler." 


A lipstick  is  merely  something  that  gives  a new  flavor 
to  an  old  pastime. 


"Do  you  use  tooth  paste?" 

"What  for?  None  of  my  teeth  are  loose." 

— "Wasp." 


Mon!  Your  Swc^aters 
at  voiir  Price! 

Stunning  models  from  the  leading 
manufacturers  of  the  country. 

2-tone  coat  sweaters,  crew  neck 
styles,  jacket  coats.  $4.  to  $7.50. 

H.  K.  Co.  The  Mens  Shop — First  Mezzanine 

Hoeliscliild^  Koliii  & Co. 


HOMESTEAD 

617  YALE  AVENUE 

Phone  Berwyn  195 

For  Students  who  like  quiet,  homelike 
surroundings 

GOOD  MEALS  TENNIS  COURT 

G.  C.  HOPKINS,  Prop. 


Always  Welcome 

FEDERAL  DINERS 

Tasty  Food  at  Popular  Prices 

(Dinner  Dancing) 

HYATTSVILLE  BERWYN 


Twenty-two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"He  said  he  wanted  to  come  in  and  browse  around.” 


DRIVE-IN 

at 


Famous  Barbecues  Tasty  Sandwiches 
Refreshing  Drinks 


TABLE 


COUNTER 


CURB  SERVICE 


WASHINGTON  BALTIMORE  PHILADELPHIA 


SEE 


Madeline’s  Hairdressing 

TWO  MODERN  BEAUTY  SHOPS 

College  Park  Pharmacy  Bldg.  Berwyn  375 

117  Maryland  Ave.,  Hyattsville  Greenwood  3039 


A Lovely 
Permanent 


Back  in 
College 


UNDERWOOD 


CHAMPION... 

Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 


Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Buildins  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 


^PORTABLES 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty- three 


"This  dance  hall  is  certainly  crowded.” 

''I'll  say  so.  Half  an  hour  ago  I fainted  and  had  to 
dance  around  four  times  before  I could  fall.” 

— ''M.I.T.  Voodoo." 


A rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss,  but  it  gets  around. 
If  you  want  to  be  different,  be  good. 

Cutting  class  reguires  a sharp  mind. 

When  evil  tempts  you,  remember  that  Satan  has  a 
warm  spot  in  his  hearth  for  you. 

— ''Red  Cat.” 


A social  research  worker  tells  a yarn  about  one  of  his 
visits  to  a local  insane  asylum.  In  one  of  the  cells  was  a 
man  whose  only  garment  was  a hat. 

''My  good  man,”  cried  the  interested  worker,  ''that's 
no  way  to  be  sitting  around.  Why  don't  you  put  some 
clothes  on?” 

"Because,”  replied  the  inmate  sadly,  "nobody  ever 
comes  to  see  me.” 

"But  why,”  said  the  visitor,  "do  you  wear  a hat?” 

The  nut  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Oh,  you  never  can 
tell,  somebody  might  come.” 

— "Yellow  Jacket.” 


The  minister  advertised  for  a man  servant,  and  the 
next  morning  a nicely  dressed  young  man  rang  the  bell. 

"Can  you  start  the  fire  and  get  breakfast  by  seven 
o'clock?”  asked  the  minister. 

"I  guess  so,”  answered  the  young  man. 

"Well,  can  you  polish  all  the  silver,  wash  the  dishes 
and  keep  the  house  neat  and  tidy?” 

"Say,  parson,”  said  the  young  fellow,  "I  came  here 
to  see  about  getting  married,  but  if  it's  going  to  be  as 
much  work  as  that,  you  can  count  me  out  right  now.” 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess.” 


Judge:  "On  what  grounds  do  you  ask  for  a divorce?” 

Wife:  "Insanity,  Your  Honor.  I put  crackers  in  his 

bed  and  he  ate  them  all.” 

Judge:  "Is  that  all?” 

Wife:  "No,  Your  Honor.  After  he  had  eaten  the 

crackers,  he  wanted  to  know  who  stole  his  soup.” 

— "Maroon  Bee.” 


"My  ancestors,”  the  Kappa  declared,  "came  over  on 
the  Mayflower.” 

"It's  lucky  they  did,”  the  AOPi  retorted.  "The 
imigration  laws  are  stricter  now.” 


WOODWARD  [,0THR01> 

loth  nth  F AND  G STREET.S 

Washington ^ D.  C. 


Surely,  now  that  another  college  year  has 
begun,  there  are  many  items  you  need  for 
your  room  in  the  dorm  or  fraternity  house. 
Lamps,  small  rugs,  curtains,  pillows,  ash 
trays,  book  ends,  and  stationery  supplies 
are  but  a few  of  the  innumerable  items 
that  you  must  have. 

^ Why  not  make  all  your  purchases  at 
Woodward  y Lothrop  ? A great  conven- 
ience to  you,  and  at  the  same  time  you 
have  the  assurance  of  knowing  that 
you  are  getting  the  v'ery  best. 


Where  Smart  Washington  Entertains  and 
is  Entertained! 

★ 

HOTEL 

RALEIGH 

Pennsylvania  Avenue 
at  12th  Street,  N.  W. 

C.  C.  SCHIFFELER, 

General  Manager 


THE  “MODERN”  MODE 

Richard  Prince  Suits  & Topcoats 

in  the  “New  H.wen”  manner 

Fall  Suits 35.50  and  38.50 

Fall  Topcoats 31.50  and  36.50 

The  Mode 

PATlir/i  Washington,  D.G. 


The  PALL  MALL 

A gay  and  colorful  new  rendezvous  for 
luncheon,  dinner,  supper.  Dancing  and 
entertainment  at  luncheon  and  during 
dinner  and  supper. 

Sonny  Kendis 

and  his 

NEW  YORK  STORK  CLl’B  ORCHESTRA 
At  Luncheon*  Dinner  and  Supper 

No  cover  charge  at  dinner — supper  convert  (after 
iO  P.  M.)  50c.  except  Saturdays.  Holiday  eves 
and  holiday  nights — then  $1.00. 


— "Dodo.” 


Twenty-four 
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Kiiii  THE  COLLEGE  PARK 

PHARMACY 

Berwyn  141  Hyattsville  301 

Your  Nearest  Drug  Store 

NEWLY  MODERNIZED 
THE  BETTER  TO  SERVE  YOU 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 

The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
and  specials 


One  stormy  evening  in  Harlem,  two  mahoganies 
were  settling  a dispute.  For  a while  there  was  no  sound 
but  heavy  breathing  and  the  swishing  of  razors.  Finally, 
one  of  the  gentleman  made  a lunge  at  the  other. 

"Ha,  ha,  you  missed!"  cried  the  lungee  gleefully. 

"Oh,  yeah?"  replied  the  other.  "Just  try  turning  yo' 
head." 

— "Red  Cat." 


Dear  Tom; 

Come  tomorrow  evening  sure.  Papa  is  at  home, 
but  is  laid  up  with  a very  sore  foot.  See? 

MAY 

Dear  May: 

I can't  come  tomorrow  evening.  I'm  laid  up  on 
account  of  your  father's  sore  foot.  See? 

TOM 

— "Mercury." 


Sophomore:  "Give  me  a steak,  and  make  it  thick 

and  rare." 

Junior:  "Give  me  a steak,  and  make  it  thicker  and 

rarer." 

Senior:  "Chase  the  damn  bull  through  here  and 

I'll  bite  him  on  the  run." 

— "Awgwan". 


SPORT  CENTER 

“EVERYTHING  FOR  SPORTSMEN” 

8 & D STREET,  N.W. WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


ATHLETIC  GOODS, 
BOWLING  SHOES, 
FOOTBALL  SUPPLIES, 
BASKET  BALL, 
FENCING  OUTFITS. 


Be  sure  to  visit 
our  store  while 
in  Washington. 


BICYCLES,  SKATES, 
MOVIE  CAMERAS, 
RAINCOATS,  RUBBERS, 
BOXING  GLOVES, 
GUNS,  AMMUNITION. 


WHATEVER  YOUR  SPORT 

WE  HAVE  IT! 


MEN'S,  WOMEN'S 
RIDING  HABITS, 
RIDING  BOOTS, 
SUEDE  JACKETS, 
TRUNKS,  LUGGAGE. 


See  our  Display 
Tomorrow  in 
University 
Library 


FINE  FURNISHINGS, 
HORSEHIDE  COATS, 
WOOL  SHAKER  SWEATERS, 
SLACKS,  SHOES, 
MILITARY  EQUIPMENT. 


A & N TRADING  CO. 

“QUALITY,  VALUE,  SERVICE” 

8 & D STREET,  N.W. WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


CIRCUMSPECT 


At  a party  in  England,  the  head- 
master of  a local  school  felt  that  he 
had  partaken  rather  freely  of  cham- 
pagne; he  determined  to  be  careful 
and  avoid  showing  any  of  the  usual 
signs  of  tipsiness. 

When  they  rose  from  the  table 
someone  suggested  that  the  hostess 
exhibit  "the  latest  addition  to  her 
family."  She  agreed  and  presently 
the  nurse  appeared  with  a dainty 
pink  basket  containing  twins.  The 
headmaster  was  nearest  and,  mindful 
of  his  determination,  he  steadied 
himself  and  said,  as  he  gazed  into  the 
basket,  "What  a beautiful  baby!" 

— "Exchange." 


TO  coi.,,1,,^^ 
Prese?iting 

A beautiful  assortment  of  pleasing.. 


COATS 

SUITS 


Here  you  will  find  that  much  talked 
about  and  desired  stunning  dress,  coat 
or  suit  that  will  certainly  give  you  that 
“personified”  touch. 

★ 

The  Smart  Miss  . . . Sizes  12  to  20 
The  Dainty  Junior  Sizes  9 to  17 


INCIDENTALLY 

'Grandpappy  Morgan,  hillbilly  of 
the  Ozarks,  had  wandered  off  into 
the  woods  and  failed  to  return  for 
supper,  so  young  Tolliver  was  sent  to 
look  for  him.  He  found  him  standing 
in  the  bushes. 

"Gettin'  dark,  Grandpap,"  the 
tot  ventured. 

"Yep." 

"Suppertime,  Grandpap." 

"Yep." 

"Ain't  ye  hungry?" 

"Yep." 

"Wal,  air  ye  cornin'  home?" 

"Nope." 

"Why  ain't  ye?" 

"Can't." 

"Why  can't  ye?" 

"Caught  in  a b'ar  trap." 

— "Growler." 


In  The  Gay  Nineties 

. .The  gentleman  enjoyed  “motor- 
ing” until  trouble  developed.  Then 
he  began  to  work  ! 


Today 

. .The  gentleman  never  develops 
same  “working”  trouble  if  he  deals 
with  a reputable  garage;  Maryland- 
ers play  safe  always  by  going  to 


CHANEY*S  GARAGE 

Opposite  the  Main  Gate 


ADVERTISEMENT 


FOR  DIGESTION'S  SAKE  — SMOKE  CAMELS  ! 


The  scenes  above  show  Mulford  Scull,  the  outboard  motor  boat 
champion,  as  he  hits  it  up  to  40  m.  p.  h.  Below  he  is  seen  enjoying  a 
quick  lunch  and  a Camel.  After  eating  he  says:  'Xamels  set  me  right.'* 


Copyr’ifht.  1937,  R.  J.  Reynolds  lobarcol' 
Win«ton-Salem.  N.  C. 


LIKES  a few  fast  rounds  of 
squash  racquets  during  his 
lunch  hour.  "When  I’m 
tired  I get  a 'lift’  with  a 
Camel,”  says  Theodore 
Crockett,  business  man. 


"A  SALESGIRL  can’t  afford 
jangled  nerves,”  says  Max- 
ine Hollen.  "I’ve  chosen 
Camels  — once  and  for  all. 
Camels  don’t  upset  my 
nerves  or  irritate  my  throat. 


"N  1929,  Mulford  Scull  became  National 
Amateur  Champion.  This  year  he  made  a 
clean  sweep  of  the  Class  "A”  Outboard  events  at 
the  Miami  Regatta.  The  trophies  he’s  won  in 
his  years  of  racing  fill  a room. 

Jolts,  vibration,  nervous  tension  — are  all  part 
of  what  an  outboard  driver  undergoes.  In 
Mulford  Scull’s  own  words: 

"The  way  these  outboards  bounce  knocks 
the  daylights  out  of  digestion.  Yet  when  chow 
comes  around.  I’m  right  there  — all  set  with 
Camels.  They  help  keep  my  digestion  on  an 
even  keel.  And  they  never  jangle  my  nerves.” 


JACK  OAKIE  IS  BACK  ON  THE  AIR! 


Tune  in  on  the  fun-making  President  of  Oakie  College 
and  his  college  variety  show,  including  Benny  Goodman  '$ 
Swing  Band,  this  Tuesday  night  at  9:30  pm  E.S.T.,  8:30 
pm  C.S.T.,  7:30  pm  M.S.T.,  6:30 pm  P.S.T.- WABC-CBS. 


Costlier  Tobaccos 
are  Naturally  Mild ! 

Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  . . . 

Turkish  and  Domestic 
. . . than  any  other 
popular  brand, 


BIB 


Camel  pays  millions  more  for  finer  tobaccos  — so 
smokers  may  enjoy  them  with  increasing  pleasure 

CAMELS  bring  a new  thrill  to  smoking.  If  you  are  not  a 
Camel  smoker,  why  not  try  the  cigarette  which  has  brought 
more  pleasure  to  more  people  than  any  other?  Turn  to  Camels. 
Put  them  to  the  sererest  test — smoke  them  sltaciily.  For  then 
the  true  nature  of  a cigarette  is  revealed.  Find  out  for  your- 
self how  true  it  is  that  there’s  no  substitute  for  costlier  tobaccos. 


PRIVATE  SEC- 
RETARY, Rosa- 
mond Morse 
[right);  "Cam- 
els make  even 
a h u r ry  - u p 
lunch  seem 
pleasant.  They 
help  my  diges- 
tion run  more 
smoothly.” 


COL.  ROSCOE  TURN- 
ER I.’ "I  smoke 

Camels  all  I want. 
■VC'hat  I especially 
like  about  Camels 
is  this:  After  a tir- 
ing flight,  I smoke 
a Camel.  It  sure 
tastes  good!  And  I 
get  a quick,  pleas- 
ant 'lift.’” 


RALPH  GULDAHL,  {above) 
Golf  Champion:  "Camels 
art  different  from  other 
cigarettes.  Playing  against 
a star  field,  my  nerves  run 
thegauntlet. That’s  one  rea- 
son I prefer  Camels.  They 
don’t  frazzle  my  nerves.” 


SOCIETY  AVIATRIX, 

Mrs.  J.  W.  Rockefel- 
ler, Jr.  (left);  "I  pre- 
fer Camels  for  steady 
smoking.  I smoke  as 
many  as  I please  — 
they  never  get  on  mt' 
nerves.  Camels  are  so 
mild— so  gentle  to 
my  throat.” 


THE  CAMEL  CARAVAN  now  on  the 
air  with  a full-hour  show! 

"Jack  Oakie  College”  and 
Benny  Goodman’s  "Swing 
School”!  Sixty  fast  min- 
utes of  fun!  Every  Tuesday 
night  at  9:30  pm  E.S.T.,  8:.^0  ■ 

p m C.  S.T.,  7:30  pm  M.  S.T., 

6:30  pm  P.S.T.,VC'ABC-CBS.  ^ i 


TEXAS  RANCHER 

( above),  Fred  Mc- 
Daniel, says:  "I 
never  saw  the  beat 
of  Camels  for  gen- 
uine tastiness.  Me 
and  Camels  have 
been  getting  along 
fine  for  15  years.  ” 


Copyrifrht,  19i37,  R .1.  Re.vnolds  Tobacco  Co. , Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 


people  really 
appreciate  the 
Costlier  Tobaccos  , 
in  Camels?  ^ 


Expensive  Tobaccos.  Turkish  and  Domestic 
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"Somebody  here  is  no  gentleman." 


REBELLION 

The  exports  and  imports  of  places 

Like  Oslo  and  Kovno  and 

Bucharest  and 

Budapest 

Are  things 

Which  seem  very 

Dull  at  their  best. 


I would  much  rather  learn 

About  poems  and 

Princes  and 

Prices 

Than  know 

Where  the  center  of 

Cotton  or  rubber  or  rice  is. 


Herman:  "What  were  Webster's 

last  words?" 

Sherman:  "Zymase,  Zyme,  and 

zymotic." 

— "Pelican" 

Hotel  Page:  "Telegram  for  Mr. 

Neidspondiavanci,  Mr.  Neidspond- 
iavanci!" 

Mr.  Neidspondiavanci:  "What 

initial,  please?" 

— "Lyre" 


"Hello,  Jones!  Are  you  using  your 
bathing  suit  tonight?" 

"I'm  afraid  so." 

"Hey,  watch  where  ya  goin  . "Splendid!  Then  you  won't  mind 

lending  me  your  tux." 


— "J.  H." 


— "Sphinx" 
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RAWTHER  BREATH-/ 
TAKING,  EH, WOT? 


WANT  ^mETHING 
REALLY  BREATH- 


TAKING? WRAP  YOUR 
LIP5  AROUND  OKIE  OF 


MORAL 

Everybody's  breath 
offends  sometimes...let 
PEP-O-MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinking 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  - wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull.^  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  JV  inner : 

LAURA  E.  MAXON 

The  Wisecrack : 

“Rastus,”  said  the  planter,  “how  did  you  like  that 
whiskey  I gave  you  last  week.^” 

“Bo.ss,  dat  likker  was  je.st  right.” 

“How  do  you  mean,  just  right?” 

“Well,  ef  it  had  been  any  bettah,  you  wouldn’ta 
give  it  to  me;  and  ef  it  had  been  any  worse,  ah 
couldn’ta  drunk  it.” 
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WE  are  very  depressed  these 
days,  and  a little  nervous.  It's 
all  because  of  an  ad  we  happened  to 
see  in  a popular  monthly.  It  wasn't 
anything  very  important  really;  but 
we  saw  in  it  the  true  prognostication 
of  the  death  of  our  puny  civilization. 
The  ad  was  a picture  of  a smiling 
charming  lady  proudly  displaying 
her  electric  toothbrush.  And  to 
think  that  we  have  been  counting  all 
this  time  on  a cosmic  cataclysm  to 
destroy  the  world  and.  defeat  the 
democratic  party.  But  to  have  our 
civilization  end  because  people  are 
too  lazy  to  brush  their  own  teeth! 
Honestly  we  could  cry  when  we  think 
of  it.  At  least  the  Romans  went  out 
over  a good  dinner. 


However,  all  is  not  gloom.  A 
friend  of  ours,  out  to  justify  pro- 
gress, has  been  carrying  on  experi- 
ments with  his  chickens.  He  got  his 
idea  several  years  ago  when  the 
bottom  of  the  fence  that  encircles  his 
chicken  yard  rotted  away,  and  he 
found  that  a number  of  the  fowls  he 
then  had  were  too  stupid  to  crawl  out 


By  Christine  Kempton 


under  the  fence  and  slip  away  into 
the  woods.  In  a flash  it  came  to  him 
that  with  a little  patience  and  the 
cooperation  of  the  forces  of  select- 
ivism,  he  could  breed  a flock  of  the 
dumbest  chickens  in  the  world. 
Promptly  he  slaughtered  the  birds 
that  were  on  to  the  weakness  in  the 
fence.  As  new  birds  were  hatched  or 
imported  only  those  that  failed  to 
perceive  the  possibility  of  stealing 
away  were  retained.  As  he  worked, 
time  also  worked  on  the  fence,  until 
today  our  friend  can  point  proudly  to 
his  back-yard  where  he  has  a "flock 
of  chickens  that  stay  behind  a fence 
that  isn't  even  there."  Some  day  he 
hopes  to  have  birds  that  will  roost  on 
perches  that  never  were  built. 

Down  at  Union  Station  the  other 
night,  we  noticed  something  that 
pleased  us  immensely.  It  was  out  on 
the  ramp  where  the  trains  come  in. 
There  amid  all  the  noise  of  loco- 
motives backing  up  to  get  a running 
start  for  Baltimore,  Philadelphia,  New 
York,  and  Boston;  where  dozens  of 


those  funny  baggage  carts  that  run 
off  storage  batteries  were  making  a 
noise  like  Niagara  at  flood  stage; 
where  hourly  thousands  muttered  fare- 
wells or  shouted  welcomes,  on  the 
post  that  separates  track  18  from  track 
19,  was  an  unobtrusive  black-and- 
white  sign  that  stated  simply  "QUIET 
PLEASE." 

Somehow  it  seemed  like  an  awfully 
good  idea. 


THERE'S  one  person  in  this  school 
that  we'd  like  awfully  to  know. 
He's  a freshman,  and  we  heard  about 
him  from  librarian  George  Fogg. 
We  like  to  think  of  him  as  a blond 
youth  with  unkempt  hair  and  a far- 
away look  in  his  eye — a look  of  un- 
bridled, unsubdued  intellectual  cur- 
iosity. George  met  him  at  the  call 
desk  in  the  library,  where  he  stood 
excited  and  flushed  from  the  fever  of 
learning,  bearing  a note  in  his  hand. 
"1  want,"  said  he,  "a  book  to  look  up 
a reference  I found  in  a footnote.  I 
want,"  looking  at  the  slip  in  his  hand, 
'Stevens'  Op  Cit." 


Four 
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"All  gamblers  die  broke;  All  gamblers  die  broke;  All  gam — " 


THE  RUSH 

(The  following  one-act  play  is  based 
on  the  experiences  of  an  undergrad- 
uate upperclassman  at  the  University 
of  Maryland.  The  scene  is  the  spa- 
cious interior  of  the  Kappa,  AOPi, 
Alpha  Z.,  K.  D.,  or  Tri-Delt  house. 
Couches  line  the  walls.  There  is  a 
fireplace  along  one  wall,  on  the 
mantle  of  which  stand  several  cups, 
plagues,  and  awards.  There  may  be 
a few  banners  on  the  walls,  or  a few 
pictures  of  famous  Kappa,  AOPi, 
Alpha  Z.,  K.  D.,  or  Tri-Delt  alumnae. 
About  forty  coeds  are  standing  or 
sitting  about  the  room.  It  must  be 
remembered  that  while  the  following 


dialogue  may  be  plainly  heard,  the 
general  impression  is  one  of  noise, 
tension,  and  confusion  throughout.) 

The  curtain  rises  on  the  scene 
described  above.  At  the  same  time  a 
rushee  is  seen  coming  through  the 
door. 

SISTER:  Oh,  hello,  dear!  Come  in, 

let  me  take  your  coat,  won't  you 
sit  down?  Will  you  have  a cig- 
arette? Do  you  know  all  the 
girls?  (Aside)  Now,  what  the 
hell  is  her  name?  She  must 
be  that  goon  Sally  was  talking 
about. 

RUSHEE:  Yes,  where?  Yes.  No. 

SISTER:  Wot? 


RUSHEE:  I said  yes.  I'll  sit  down; 

where?  Yes,  I'll  have  a ciga- 
rette. No,  I haven't  met  all  the 
girls. 

SISTER:  Yeah,  heh,  heh,  it  is  a 

little  crowded,  isn't  it? 

RUSHEE:  Yeah,  heh,  heh. 

SISTER:  Well,  heh,  heh.  I'll  be 

back  in  a minute.  Just  want  to 
put  your  coat  away. 

RUSHEE:  (Under  her  breath)  Don't 
hurry  back.  Take  all  the  time 
you  want.  Take,  say,  two 
weeks.  (Starts  to  wander  aim- 
lessly about  the  room.) 

SECOND  SISTER:  (Rushing  up) 

Oh,  hello!  You're  Amy  McGilli- 
cuddy,  aren't  you? 

RUSHEE:  No. 

SECOND  SISTER:  You're  not? 

RUSHEE:  No. 

SECOND  SISTER:  I must  have  you 

mixed  up  with  someone  else, 
heh,  heh,  Hmmmmmm.  Heh, 
heh.  Would  you  like  a ciga- 
rette? 

RUSHEE:  What? 

SECOND  SISTER:  I said,  would  you 
like  a cigarette? 

RUSHEE:  That's  what  you  said 

before. 

SECOND  SISTER:  Ha,  ha,  that's 

very  funny.  Hmmmm.  Pardon 
me  a sec.  Just  want  to  see 
someone  over  here.  (Aside) 
Good  heavens,  where  did  she 
come  from! 

RUSHEE:  (Aside)  Crazy,  that's  what. 
Where  in  the  world  do  you  sup- 
pose they  got  those  awful  cur- 
tains? They  look  like  worn-out 
nightgowns. 

THIRD  SISTER:  (Also  rushing  up) 

Oh,  hello,  dear.  How  are  you? 
Would  you  like  a cigerette? 

RUSHEE:  (Wearily)  No,  thanks.  I'll 

stick  to  my  pipe. 

THIRD  SISTER:  (Sprightly,  but  with 

signs  of  nervous  exhaustion) 
(Continued  on  page  23) 


I 


THE  OLD 


LINE 


GARRULOUS 

Out  on  the  farm,  the  folks  are  pretty  well  isolated,  and 
they  sort  of  get  out  of  the  habit  of  talking  very  much. 
Grandpa  remembers  a story  about  his  next  door  neigh- 
bors on  the  next  farm  forty  miles  away  who  were  about 
the  quietest  family  in  the  county  when  it  came  to  talking. 

Well,  this  family  had  been  getting  on  pretty  well  for 
some  time — nobody  had  said  a word  in  over  three 
weeks  when  one  morning  they  got  up  and  the  mother 
said  to  her  son,  "Whar's  pa?" 

The  two  sat  down  to  breakfast,  and  after  the  meal  was 
over,  the  boy  replied,  "Out  in  the  barn." 

About  noon  the  boy  returned  from  the  fields  where  he 
had  been  working.  During  lunch  his  mother  startled 
him  by  saying,  "What's  he  doin'?" 

The  youth  returned  to  his  work,  and  about  sundown 
he  came  trudging  home  for  supper.  As  he  entered  the 
house,  he  said,  "He's  a-hangin'." 

Soon  supper  was  over  and  the  dishes  done.  Then 
the  old  lady  come  into  the  front  room  where  her  son 
was  sitting.  "Why  didn't  you  cut  him  down?"  she 
asked. 

For  several  hours  they  sat  reading  and  knitting.  Then 
both  got  ready  for  bed.  Just  before  he  dropped  off  to 
sleep  the  boy  raised  himself  up  on  one  elbow  and  spoke. 
"Warn't  dead  yet,"  he  said. 


Patient;  "1  have  a faint  rumbling  in  my  stomach." 
Doc.  "Must  be  that  truck  you  ate  for  dinner." 

— "Tiger." 

"Do  you  know  what  the  bride  thinks  when  she  walks 
down  the  aisle  at  her  wedding?" 

"No,  what?" 

"Aisle  Altar  Hymn." 

— "Drexerd." 


A violinist  entered  a little  music  shop  in  London. 

"I  want  an  E string  if  you  please,"  he  observed  to  the 
man  behind  the  counter. 

Nervously  producing  a box  from  behind  the  counter 
the  Cockney  said,  "Would  you  mind  pickin'  one  out  for 
yourself?  Y'know  I 'ardly  can  tell  the  'ees  from  the 
she's." 

— "Drexerd." 


A pessimist  says  that  all  women  are  immoral,  and  an 
optimist  merely  hopes  so. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


SO  THAT  WAS  IT! 

Two  telephone  linemen  out  on  an  emergency  repair 
job,  had  hooked  up  a phone  to  see  if  they  could  reach 
the  main  office  to  report  the  job  done.  By  error  the 
phone  was  connected  in  such  a way  that  anyone  on  the 
line,  by  picking  up  his  receiver  could  hear  what  the 
linemen  were  saying  while  they  worked. 

When  the  two  workmen  appeared  at  the  office,  they 
were  met  by  instructions  to  report  to  the  manager.  They 
found  him  seated  behind  his  desk,  stern-faced  and 
grim-eyed.  "Boys,"  he  said,  "I  have  just  received  a call 
from  a lady  out  by  where  you  were  working.  She  tells 
me  that  when  she  lifted  up  her  receiver  a little  while  ago, 
she  was  shocked  to  hear  the  most  frightful  cussing  she 
had  ever  heard.  Do  you  boys  know  anything  about  it?" 

"Why,  no,  sir,  we  don't  have  any  idea  who  it  could 
have  been." 

"Are  you  sure  you  weren't  doing  just  a little  swearing 
on  the  job?" 

"Well,  the  only  thing  1 can  think  of,"  said  one,  "is 
when  Jake  here  was  on  the  pole,  and  I handed  him  a pot 
of  hot  solder,  and  he  dropped  it  down  my  back,  and  I 
said,  'Darn  it,  Jake,  you  shouldn't  oughta  pour  that  solder 
down  my  back.'  " 


• “They  say  he  >vas  onee  a famous  tennis  player.” 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


Seven 


"A  very  distinct  knock,  in  a sort  of  iambic  pentameter." 


There  was  a guy  in  our  school, 

And  wondrous  dumb  was  he; 

Caught  cheating  on  a history  guiz. 

He  lost  his  passing  D. 

And  when  he  saw  the  grade  was  lost. 

With  all  his  might  and  main. 

He  cheated  on  the  make-up  guiz 
And  got  it  back  again. 

— "Mercury." 


Mr.  Fineberg,  dealer  in  new  and  used  suits,  was 
attempting  to  sell  a rather  fine  English  drape  which  in 
the  course  of  its  life  had  come  rather  too  near  a skunk. 

"Dis  is  a suit,  a finer  one  you  couldn't  get  it  batter  on 
Main  Stritt.  Feel  de  goots.  A poifect  feet,"  said  Mr. 
Fineberg. 

"Yes,"  said  the  customer,  sniffing,  "that's  a fine  suit. 
But  what's  that  funny  smell?" 

"That's  me.  Ain't  I a stinking  son-of-a-gun?" 

-"Pell-Mell." 


Master  of  the  House:  "Did  you  go  to  the  lodge 

meeting  last  night,  Jackson?" 

Jackson:  "No,  suh.  We  had  to  postpone  it." 

Master:  "Postpone  it?  Why?" 

Jackson:  "'Cause  de  Grand  All-Powerful,  Invincible, 

Most  Supreme,  Unconguerable  Potentate  done  got  beat 
up  by  his  wife." 

— "Pelican." 


WIFE 

. . . And  I suppose  you  live  somewhere,  but  I 
Refuse  to  call  my  hounds  and  mount  my  horse. 

I'll  mourn  you  like  a lady — yes,  of  course, 

(Since  all  your  snooty  friends  are  standing  by). 

If  you  return,  all  battered  from  some  sea. 

Or  warm  and  wise  from  some  Pacific  Isle, 

I'll  greet  you,  like  a lady,  with  a smile, 

(If  all  your  ritzy  friends  are  watching  me). 

But  once  we  are  alone,  you  shall  not  touch 
My  frigid  cheek,  nor  hold  my  scornful  hand; 

For  I shall  snort,  and  never  understand. 

And  toss  my  head,  and  stamp  my  foot,  and  such. 

At  last.  I'll  scream,  "GoodBYE,  for  once  and  all!" 
(And  wait  on  guiet  tiptoe  in  the  hall). 

— C.  K. 


"What  are  you  wearing  your  glasses  to  bed  for?" 
"I  want  to  get  a better  look  at  that  gal  I dreamed  about 
last  night." 

— "Pelican." 


"Breakfast,  worms;  lunch,  worms;  dinner,  worms! 
Can't  we  ever  have  centipedes!" 


Eight 


THE  OLD  LINE 


We  thought  we'd  heard  the  last  of  the  Larry  Kelley 
stories,  but  it  seems  nothing  can  stop  them. 

This  little  incident  took  place  at  the  Yale  football 
training  table  at  the  time  the  Porter  show,  "Red,  Hot,  and 
Blue,"  was  playing  New  Haven,  and  the  Howard  twins, 
Yale's  famed  piano  team,  had  persuaded  Jimmy  Durante 
to  come  up  and  have  lunch  at  the  training  table. 

With  a great  sense  of  the  dramatic  they  placed  him 
next  to  Kelley  and  waited  for  the  fireworks.  But  Jimmy 
was  pretty  serious.  He  asked  Kelley  all  about  football 
and  expressed  great  interest  in  it.  "Gosh,"  he  conclud- 
ed, "I'd  sure  like  to  play  football  with  you  fellows." 

Kelley  looked  him  up  and  down  and  his  gaze  finally 
came  meaningfully  on  Durante' s proboscis.  "I'm  sorry, 
Jimmy,"  he  said,  "but  you'd  be  off  side." 

— "Jack-O-Lantern. 


London  Curio  Dealer:  "Yes  sir,  this  is  the  very  hand- 

kerchief used  by  the  father  of  William  Penn." 

Tourist:  "Hm,  the  original  pen  wiper." 

-"Pell-Mell." 


Aggie  Prof:  "From  what  kind  of  animals  do  we  get 

milk?" 

Young  One:  "Female." 

-"Pell-Mell." 


Grandpa,  napping  after  lunch,  was  snoring.  As 
Father  entered  he  saw  little  Herbert  twisting  Grandpa's 
vest  buttons. 

"Herbert,"  father  whispered,  "you  mustn't  disturb 
Grandpa." 

"I'm  not,"  Herbert  answered.  "I'm  just  trying  to  tune 
in  something  different." 


"I'm  just  here  for  the  weekend — Mother  wants  me  to 
learn  to  swim." 


Wedding  Guest:  "This  is  your  fourth  daughter  to 

get  married,  isn't  it?" 

MacTight:  "Aye,  and  our  confetti's  gettin'  awful 

gritty."  — "Pelican." 


REPORT  CARD 


Public  Speaking A 

Economics C 

Botany B 

Psychology B 

English A 

R.  O.  T.  C F 

“I  HATE  WAR”  — "G.  E." 


"Where  are  your  going  with  all  that  sandpaper?" 
"I'm  taking  it  to  my  grandfather.  He  has  gooseflesh 
on  his  wooden  leg." 

—"Pell-Mell." 


An  amoeba  named  Joe  and  his  brother 
Went  out  drinking  toasts  to  each  other. 
In  the  midst  of  their  guaffing 
They  split  their  sides  laughing 
And  found  that  each  one  was  a mother! 


Teacher:  "Johnnie,  did  you  want  to  leave  the  room?" 

Johnnie:  "Say,  teacher,  you  don't  think  I'm  standing 

here  hitch-hikin',  do  yuh?" 

— "Pelican." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Nine 


DON’T  LOOK  NOW.  . . 


KITCHEN  DOOR.  Or 
TliE  PRACTICE  HOUSE.,, 
3MOKE  ^a/AFTS  UN-- 

NoT/ceo  overhead. 


•SECRETS  OETWEEN 

HUNT  AND  TEMPE,.. 
The  Campus 
NUST  NEVER 
K NOW... 


(BELOW)  PASHlWGr  CAMPUS 

EDITOR  RETURNS  FROM 
hard  day  of  NOT 
G^IND  TO  classes  ; 

SHAOOV/EO  By 
EVER-U/AR'^  Boo^g-oard 


^ELOW) 

portrait  of  a MASTER.. 
'VHY  professor  PRAHL.J 
YOU  DON'T  SAX  • " 


"met  the  CUTEST 
fellow/  at  the 
aossQouao-,,.  who 
are  those  handsome 

HEN  JUST  AQCK/B  US?,. 
/MAX  1 60RROW  YOUR 
CHEMISTRY  A/OTES...'' 


GEORGE  WASHINGTON 

AND  flirtatious 

FRIENDS  - 


Ten 


THE  OLD  LINE 


SO  HE  DATED  YOU  . . . 

By  Nancy  Anders  and  Ann  Beal 

(Editor’s  Note:  The  above  two  lasses,  less  submissive  than  their  contemporaries,  decided  in  a 
fit  of  high  dudgeon  to  find  answer  to  the  OLD  LINE’S  analytical  report,  “So  You  Want  A 
Date.’’  From  a coed’s  stolen  diary  and  a collection  of  old  letters,  they  culled  enough  in- 
formation for  the  following  expose  of  the  Maryland  Man,  may  the  gods  treat  him  kindly.) 


TYPE  A THE  GRIN  AND  BEAR 
IT  TYPE 

(They  grin  and  you  bear  it) 

This  type  ts  a perennial  affliction, 
appearing  every  spring  with  the 
same  old  smile,  worn  a little  thin  by 
the  arduous  campaigning.  The  "Hello 
habit”  acguired  in  his  freshman  year 
has  stood  him  in  good  stead,  gather- 
ing momentum  as  each  election  ap- 
proaches. He  collects  keys  and 
coed's  hearts  indiscriminately,  to  the 
utter  amazement  of  his  former  high 
school  associates.  So  swamped  is 
this  poor  fellow  by  his  many  social 
engagements  that  he  has  little  time 
for  his  studies,  just  making  his  grades 
by  dint  of  superficial  knowledge  and 
much  "browning.”  His  theme  song 


all  year  is  "Ay  Ay  Ay  Ay”  (pro- 
nounced I),  a tune  which  is  very 
boring  and  which  varies  in  length 
according  to  how  well  you  know  him. 

TYPE  B-  THE  STRONG,  SILENT 
TYPE 

This  type  is  inclined  to  be  a real, 
honest-to-goodness  bulwark  of  hu- 
manity (in  size,  at  least).  He  is  most 
often  seen  sporting  large  patches  of 
adhesive  tape,  black  moccasins  (size 
11),  and  a white  sweat  shirt  labeled  in 
large  black  letters  "Property  of  the 


University  of  Maryland.”  He  is  most 
susceptible  in  the  affairs  of  the  heart, 
rushing  a coed  furiously  for  the  space 
of  about  three  weeks,  and  even  going 
so  far  as  to  hang  his  fratney  pin  on 
her.  However,  before  the  campus 
has  become  accustomed  to  his  latest 
affair  de  coeur,  he  has  snatched  back 
said  pin,  and  gone  off  in  search  of 
new  worlds  to  conguer.  His  favorite 
stamping  ground  is  the  stadium, 
where  during  the  day  he  throws  balls 
and  runs  races,  and  in  the  evening 
pitches  woo  and  runs  the  gamut  of 
emotions.  Not  wishing  to  be  too 
partial,  he  often  retires  to  the  library 
where  he  polishes  up  his  technique 
by  throwing  spit-balls  and  indulging 
in  idle  chatter. 

TYPE  C THE  ROBUST  OR 
BUTTER  ‘N’  EGG  TYPE 

For  many  years  Maryland  U.  has 
attempted  to  rise  above  the  unflatter- 
ing name  of  "cow  college.”  How- 
ever, there  are  still  extant  a few  hardy 
individuals  who  refuse  to  give  up. 
This  is  type  C,  or  "always  in  the 
pink.”  This  type  rises  every  morning 
at  daybreak  to  perform  his  several 
duties  at  the  barn.  He  will  probably 
display  numerous  blue  and  pink 
ribbons  won  by  his  prize  heifer, 
Bessie,  at  the  County  Cattle  Judging 
Contest.  His  attentions,  however, 
are  not  confined  to  the  live-stock,  for 
he  has  a warm  spot  in  his  heart  for 
the  Home  Ec.  girls.  In  the  interest  of 
his  chosen  profession,  he  patronizes 
the  Dairy  exclusively,  proclaiming 
the  merits  and  purity  of  these  pro- 
ducts made  at  home  by  loving  hands. 
Because  of  his  early-to-bed-early-to- 
rise  habits,  he  always  has  that  rosy 
glow  attributed  to  health.  As  his 
activities  lead  him  a little  north  of  the 


general  run,  he  is  seldom  seen  during 
the  day.  But  when  he  does  appear 
he  is  easily  recognized  by  the  large 
excrescence  of  mud  on  his  sturdy 
brogues. 


CORNER  - WHERE  - YOU  - ARE- 
TYPE 

This  individual  boasts  a long  list  of 
aoguaintances,  an  air  of  smug  com- 
placency, and  a fraternity  pin. 

The  list  of  acguaintances  is  kept  in 
reserve  in  case  of  such  contingencies 
as  desiring  a loan,  wanting  some 
history  notes,  or  needing  to  get  a date 
for  his  bench-legged  sister.  His  smug 
complacency  arises  from  pride  in  his 
collegiate  outfit — pork  pie  hat,  bow 
tie,  horse  blanket  coat,  and  suede 
shoes.  The  fraternity  pin  is  dangled 
before  the  eyes  of  hopeful  coeds — 
principally  freshmen — but  it  never 
leaves  his  grasp.  He  goes  stag  to 
dances  and  condescends  to  dance 
only  with  the  more  socially  prominent 
girls.  The  coarser  of  his  acguaintan- 
ces hail  him  as  "Danny  the  Dude”  or 
"Joe  College,”  but  his  pachydermous 
exterior  is  impervious  to  such  thrusts. 
He  goes  blithely  through  college  on 
his  thick  crepe  sole  and  then  returns 
to  the  obscurity  of  "Bicker's  Switch.” 

TYPE  E — THE  RAMBLING 
WRECK  TYPE 

This  one  is  easily  identified  by  his 
loud  voice  echoing  from  the  third 
(Continued  on  page  18) 


THE  OLD  LINE 


• "Which  do  you  think  would  look  better  — 
geraniums  or  pansies?" 


A man  who  had  been  waiting  patiently  in  the  post 
office  could  not  attract  the  attention  of  either  of  the  girls 
behind  the  counter. 

"The  evening  cloak,"  explained  one  of  the  girls  to  her 
companion,  "was  a redingote  design  in  gorgeous  lamp 
brocade  with  fox  fur  and  wide  pagoda  sleeves." 

At  this  point  the  long  suffering  customer  broke  in  with, 
"1  wonder  if  you  could  provide  me  with  a neat  purple 
stamp  with  a dinky  perforated  hem.  The  tout  ensemble 
deliberately  treated  on  the  reverse  side  with  mucilage. 
Something  at  about  three  cents." 

— "Log." 


Johnny;  "Is  this  ice  cream  pure?" 

Zal:  "As  pure  as  the  girl  of  your  dreams." 

Johnny;  "Gimme  a package  of  cigarettes." 

— "Student." 


T' AIN'T  WORTH  THE  TROUBLE 

Two  people  happened  to  be  walking  along  a road 
together.  One  was  a young  woman,  the  other  a hand- 
some farmer  lad.  The  farmer  lad  was  carrying  a large 
kettle  on  his  back,  holding  a chicken  in  one  hand,  a cane 
in  the  other,  and  leading  a goat.  They  came  to  a dark 
ravine. 

Said  she;  "I'm  afraid  to  walk  here  with  you.  You 
might  try  to  kiss  me." 

Said  he;  "How  could  I,  with  all  these  things  to 
carry?" 

Said  she;  "Well,  you  might  stick  the  cane  in  the 
ground,  tie  the  goat  to  it,  and  put  the  chicken  under  the 
kettle." 

— "Exchange." 


"Ma!  Ma!  A big  truck  just  ran  over  Pa  and 
squashed  him  all  over  the  street!" 

"Junior,  how  many  times  have  I told  you  not  to  talk 
about  such  things  when  I'm  eating?" 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


CONFIDENT 

"May  I take  you  home?  I like  to  take  experienced 
girls  home." 

"But  I'm  not  experienced." 

"No,  and  you're  not  home  yet,  either." 

— "Lion." 


SOMNIVOCALIST 


Definition  of  a professor; 
else's  sleep. 


One  who  talks  in  someone 
— "Student." 


There  he  was,  swimming  in  the  cold  water,  battling 
heroically  against  the  waves.  "Just  a half  mile  more," 
he  thought,  "and  I'll  make  the  shore."  His  strokes  were 
getting  weaker.  He  could  hardly  lift  an  arm  any  more. 
The  beach  was  only  a few  yards  away.  His  last  efforts 
were  too  much.  He  began  to  grow  dizzy.  Then  his 
head  began  to  swim  and  carried  him  ashore. 


An  electrician  was  working  on  an  emergency  wiring 
job.  Turning  to  the  apprentice  who  was  helping  him, 
he  said,  "Say,  Bill,  take  hold  of  the  end  of  that  wire." 
"All  right." 

"Feel  anything?" 

"No." 

"Well,  then,  don't  touch  the  other  one,  it's  got  over 
5,000  volts." 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


"Yes,  the  bullet  struck  my  head,  went  careening  into 
space,  and — ■" 

"How  terrible.  Did  they  get  it  out?" 


"Punch  Bowl." 


— "Siren." 


MESSAGE 


Philip  stood  in  a sweat  of  indeci- 
sion. He  must  tell  her,  and  yet  he 
could  not  bring  himself  to  do  it.  For 
days,  nay,  weeks,  he  had  admired, 
worshipped,  her  from  afar,  never  be- 
ing able  to  say  more  than  a few 
words  in  her  divine  presence.  And 
now  here  they  were  at  this  stupid 
party  together.  He  knew  that  she 
was  as  bored  as  he,  and  that  some- 
how it  had  created  a bond  between 
them,  drawn  them  together.  All  eve- 
ning he  had  yearned  to  take  her 
aside,  to  whisper  to  her  the  words 
that  were  in  his  heart.  And  now  his 
opportunity  had  come.  All  of  the 
guests  were  going  to  go  outside  while 
that  dull  person  from  Schenectady 
showed  them  the  constellations.  She 
was  going  to  stay  inside  with  him. 
She  didn't  like  constellations.  It  made 
Philip  fairly  burn  with  love  for  her. 
He  didn't  like  constellations  either. 

Ah,  at  last  they  were  going.  Stupid 
fools,  why  did  they  take  so  long? 
Didn't  they  realize  that  here  was  a 
man  who  burned  to  tell  the  message 
of  his  soul  to  the  woman  he  loved. 
There,  the  last  of  them  was  through 
the  door,  and  she,  divine  creature, 
and  he  were  together.  Alone!  Sud- 
denly, he  felt  weak.  "I  must  tell  her," 
he  whispered  fiercely  to  himself. 
"Now."  Gathering  his  courage  into 
a neat  little  package,  and  holding  it 
firmly  in  his  hand,  Philip  rose.  Quick- 
ly he  walked  to  her  side,  bent  down, 
and  placed  his  lips  close  to  her  shell- 
like ear.  "Lady,"  he  whispered,  "your 
slip  shows." 


He  was  very  fat,  and  stood  behind 
an  irritable  old  woman  in  a line  wait- 
ing to  get  in  a show. 

She:  "Stop  your  pushing,  can't 

you?" 

He:  "Excuse  me  madame.  I did 

not  push,  I only  sighed." 

— "Exchange." 


Sleeps  4 Years . . . 
Wakes  Up  Rich! 


the  biteless  blend 

When  a feller  needs  a friend 
^ Briggs 

BRIGGS  . . . CASK-MELLOWED  4 FULL  YEARS 


Drowsing  4 winters  and 
summers  in  oaken  casks, 
BRIGGS  waxes  wealthy 
in  mellow  pipe  charm 

A FOUR-YEAR  NAP,  with 
wealth  at  the  end!  That 
would  be  news,  if  it  happened  to 
a man.  It’s  twice  the  news,  when 
it  happens  to  a tobacco! 

That’s  just  what  does  happen 
to  Briggs.  For  4 long  years  it 
rests  in  oaken  casks,  accumu- 
lating a fortune  for  your  pipe. 
Growing  rich  from  a longer  siesta 
of  seasoning  than  is  given  to 
many  blends  selling  at  $5  to  $10 
a pound. 

But,  then,  Briggs  is  fortunate 
to  start  with.  Blended  from  only 
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the  choicest  pipe  tobaccos  that 
Nature  grows.  And  of  those  to- 
baccos, only  the  mildest  and 
most  flayorful  leaves. 

At  15<^  the  tin,  richly  aged 
Briggs  costs  a few  cents  more 
than  ordinary  tobaccos.  But  those 
extra  pennies  are  miracle  pennies 
...  in  the  extra  quality  and  en- 
joyment they  put  in  your  pipe! 


THE  OLD  LINE 


BY  THE  WAY 

"Hello,  Bill,  'ol  man.  How's  every- 
thing been,  eh?  Yeah,  that's  a good 
one,  heh,  heh.  Look  er — by  the  way 
Bill,  r m supposed  to  have  my  cousin 
down  to  the  Houseparty  but  er — 1 
just  found  out  1 can't  make  it  and  1 
was  wondering  if  you  could  possibly 
take  her  for  me.  No,  . . . no.  1 know 
you  don't  know  her,  but  really.  Bill, 
she's  a swell  girl;  good  looking,  well 
no,  not  exactly  a knockout,  but  you 
know,  one  with  a lot  of  personality. 
Hell  of  a lot  of  fun,  and  she  . . . Oh, 
1 see,  yeh,  I know.  I'm  pretty  broke 
myself,  but  I might  be  able  to  lend  you 
a ...  You  owe  too  much  now  ...  I 
see,  O.K.  Well,  so  long.  Thanks  a 
lot  anyhow.  Bill.  See  you  over  at  the 
house  tonight." 

"Well,  hi-yah  Joe,  how's  tricks  and 
things?  You  know  my  cousin,  Sarah 
Anderson,  don't  you  Joe?  Oh  you 
don't  eh?  Funny,  I could  have  sworn 
you  did.  Well  look,  Joe,  I invited  her 
down  to  the  houseparty,  but  right  now 
it's  n.  g.  with  me.  I was  thinking  since 
you  said  you  hadn't  asked  anybody, 
if  you  . . . Oh  you  did  ask  a queen  . . . 
just  wrote  this  morning,  eh!  Right, 
well  thanks  anyhow,  Joe.  Take  it 
easy." 

"Hey,  Pete,  just  a sec.  Wooh,  little 
bushed  from  trying  to  catch  up  with 
you.  How's  the  golf  coming  along  by 
the  way,  Pete?  It  is,  eh!  By  the  way, 
I was  going  to  have  my  cousin  down 
to  the  houseparty,  but  I find  I just 
can't  make  it  and  . . . Oh,  you  think 
you're  going  away  eh,  just  decided 
yesterday.  Lucky  boy,  Pete!  Well 
have  some  fun  for  me.  Yeh,  so  long." 

"Hello  Tom,  ...  I mean  Ted,  funny 
the  way  I'm  always  calling  you  Tom, 
heh,  heh.  You  know  my  cousin, 
Sarah  Anderson,  well  I intended  to 
. . . Oh  you  DO  know  her,  I see.  Well 
er  . . . er  . . . nice  kid,  little  plump  but 
nice,  heh  heh  heh  heh.  Well,  just 
thought  I'd  say  hello.  Got  to  be  run- 
ning along.  Take  care  of  yourself. 
So  long,  Tom." 

— "Princeton  Tiger." 


SHORT  STORY 

Contents  of  a Pocket-Book: 

Friday  — matches,  lipstick,  com- 
pact, handkerchief,  address  book, 
three  hairpins,  one  old  cigarette, 
mirror,  piece  of  paper,  seven 
dollars. 

Sunday — two  boxes  matches,  new 
package  of  cigarettes,  lipstick, 
compact,  new  lipstick  and  com- 
pact combined  together  in  pretty 
case  bought  as  a present  by  her 
date,  address  book,  handker- 
chief, club  pin,  R.O.T.C.  medal, 
mirror,  crushed  pretzel,  seven 
hairpins,  pencil,  seven  dollars. 

Contents  of  a Wallet: 

Friday  — driver's  license,  twenty- 
nine  dollars. 

Sunday — driver's  license. 

— "Princeton  Tiger." 


Overheard  in  the  Kentucky  Moun- 
tains: "Pour  me  out  the  interest  on 

that  mortgage.  Hank." 

— "Observer." 


OF  THINGS  PAST 

She:  "But  remember  my  modes- 

ty!" 

He:  "Oh,  yeah — remember?" 

— "Malteaser." 

Guide:  "This  tower  goes  back  to 

William  the  Conqueror." 

Tourist:  "What's  the  matter  with 

it;  isn't  it  satisfactory?" 

— "Dodo." 


"So  you  vant  to  marry  my  daugh- 
ter, yet?  Veil,  could  you  lend  me 
$1,000  for  a year  midout  interest?" 
"Most  certainly  I could,  but  I von't." 
"Good  for  you!  Take  her,  mine 
son." 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


Eng.  Prof;  "Gish,  correct  this  sen 
tence:  Girls  is  naturally  better  lookirig 
than  boys." 

Gish:  "Girls  is  artificially  better 

looking  than  boys." 

— "Log." 


THE  READERS'  DIGEST  REVIEWS 
LINCOLN'S  GETTYSBURG  ADDRESS 

Eighty-seven  years  ago  this  coun- 
try was  born.  Today  we  are  dedi- 
cating a cemetery  on  a battle  field  of 
the  war  in  which  many  men  have 
died  for  this  country.  This  is  a splen- 
did idea  of  ours. 

Since  nobody  will  remember  what 
we  say  here,  we  are  the  ones  that 
should  be  dedicated  to  the  job  that 
was  begun  by  these  dead  who  did 
not  die  in  vain.  God  save  the 
people's  government. 

— "Purple  Cow." 


Murphy:  "Did  you  protest  against 

the  movie  which  represented  the  Irish 
as  disorderly?" 

O'Hara:  "I'll  say  I did.  I wrecked 

the  damned  place." 

— -"Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


HELLUVA  SYSTEM 

"So  you  desire  to  become  my  son- 
in-law?" 

"No,  I don't.  But  if  I marry  your 
daughter,  I don't  see  how  I can  get 
out  of  it." 

— "Yellow  Jacket." 


"Yassuh,  I'se  got  religion  and  laid 
aside  sin." 

"Well,  are  you  going  to  pay  your 
debts?" 

"Wait  a minute,  pahson,  you  ain't 
talking  religion  now — you'se  talking 
business." 

Patron:  "I  haven't  come  to  any 

ham  in  my  sandwich  yet." 

Shorty:  "Try  another  bite." 

Patron:  "Nope,  not  yet." 

Shorty:  "Darn  it,  you  must  have 

gone  right  past  it." 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


Joe;  "Have  you  got  a picture  of 
yourself?" 

Roommate:  "Yeh." 

Joe:  "Then  let  me  use  that  mirror, 

I want  to  shave."  — "Dirge." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


THE  CHEMICAL  ENGINEER 
ANALYZES  THE  WOMAN 

Element — W omen 


-Eo  Nowak., 

• The  way  I figger  it,  I must  a put  the  darn  c’ntraption  in  reverse. 


CONNOISSEUR 

"Can  YOU  tell  if  the  defendant  was 
expensively  garbed?" 

"Deed  she  was,  suh.  A knows  ex- 
expensive  garbage  when  I sees  it." 

- "Gargoyle." 


Alone  in  the  moonlight  is  more  fun 
if  you  aren't. 

— '"Exchange." 


Someone  has  said  that  a good  pok- 
er player  can  run  a business  success- 
fully. But  what  does  a good  poker 
player  want  with  a business? 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


"Who  gave  the  bride  away?" 
"Winchell.  Last  Thursday." 

— "Student." 


Occurrence  — Found  wherever  man 
exists.  Seldon  in  the  free  state, 
with  few  exceptions  in  the  com- 
bined state. 

Physical  Properties — All  colors,  sizes, 
shapes,  and  ages.  Usually  in  dis- 
guised condition.  Face  covered 
with  a film  of  composite  material. 
Boohoos  at  nothing  and  may  freeze 
at  any  moment;  however,  melts 
when  properly  treated.  Very  bitter 
if  not  well  used. 

Chemical  Properties  — Very  attrac- 
tive, possesses  a great  affinity  for 
gold,  silver,  platinum,  precious 
stones,  or  anything  of  value.  Vio- 
lent reaction  when  left  alone.  Un- 
dissolved by  liquids,  but  activity 
greatly  stimulated  when  treated 
with  spirits  solution.  Sometimes 
yields  to  pressure.  Turns  green 
when  placed  beside  a more  hand- 
some specimen.  Ages  very  rapid- 
ly, usually  getting  into  permanent- 
ly enlarged  state.  Fresh  variety 
has  great  magnetic  attraction. 

Caution — Highly  explosive  when  in 
inexperienced  hands. 

— "Yellow  Jacket." 


"That  means  fight  where  I come 
from.  Stranger." 

"Well,  why  don't  you  fight?" 
"Cause  I ain't  where  I come  from." 

— "Purple  Cow." 


"You  certainly  were  drunk  last 
night." 

"Go  on — tell  me  something  I don't 
know." 

"Sure — you're  married." 


The  biggest  mystery  to  the  married 
man  is  what  the  bachelor  does  with 
his  money. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Fifteen 


TWO  HEARTS... 

By  Gertrude  Ostrow 


JANET  ran  up  the  dormitory  steps,  two  at  a time,  her 
long  dark  hair  trying  to  keep  up  with  her  flying  legs. 
As  she  reached  the  third  landing,  she  turned  for  an 
instant  to  see  who  was  calling  her  from  outside.  In  that 
moment  she  lost  her  hold  on  the  rail.  Everything  began 
spinning;  whirring  of  motors  beat  in  her  head,  her  body 
was  aflame  with  pain,  people  were  screaming,  then  came 
darkness. 

Someone  was  crying  softly.  Janet  opened  her  eyes, 
and  her  mother  took  her  hand  and  patted  it  gently. 
Janet  tried  to  sit  up,  but  the  pain  in  her  legs  made  her 
lie  back  with  a jerk.  The  stiff  white  bed  seemed  to 
bounce  up  and  down. 

"Please,  darling,  liestill,” 
her  mother  pleaded.  "The 
doctor  is  coming  back  in 
a minute." 

"Coming  back?”  Janet 
murmured,  as  she  passed 
her  hand  over  her  eyes. 

She  looked  puzzled,  and 
frightened. 

At  that  moment,  a short, 
stocky  man  with  a pleasant 
smile  walked  in.  A nurse 
followed  him,  and  obeyed 
as  he  gave  short,  terse 
commands. 

"Ah,  the  patient  is 
awake.  This  will  only  take 
a minute,  honey;  then  if 
you  feel  all  right  I'll  let  your 
friends  come  in.  They've 
been  waiting  all  day  to  see 
you."  The  doctor  pulled 
down  the  sheet.  Were  they 
her  legs?  Those  white  sticks  looked  like  baby  mummies! 
After  the  doctor  left,  Janet  turned  to  her  mother. 

"How  long  have  I been  unconscious?  What  hap- 
pened? Are  both  my  legs  broken?" 

"Just  a minute,  dear,  not  so  fast.  I'll  tell  you  every- 
thing from  the  very  beginning." 

The  door  opened  with  a swish,  and  three  smiling 
girls  rushed  in,  each  carrying  something. 

"Ah,  the  Greeks  bearing  gifts!"  laughed  Janet,  glad 
to  see  her  college  friends. 

"I  believe  Alice,  Betty,  and  Martha  can  tell  you 
exactly  what  happened  better  than  I,  because  they  were 
there,  dear." 

The  three  girls  turned  anxious  faces  to  Mrs.  Rand. 
She  understood,  "I'd  rather  you  told  her  everything 
that  happened." 


The  girls  were  at  a loss.  They  didn't  know  how  to 
start. 

"What  happened  after  I fell?"  Janet  prompted. 

"Well,"  Betty  began,  "everybody  was  so  excited  that 
for  a few  minutes  no  one  knew  what  to  do.  Then  Jean 
ran  to  the  phone,  and  called  the  hospital.  It  seemed 
hours  before  the  ambulance  came.  Then  some  of  us 
jumped  into  Anne's  car,  and  followed  it  to  the  hospital. 
Mid-terms  are  nothing  compared  to  what  we  went 
through  while  waiting  for  the  doctor  to  tell  us  how 
you  were!  Then  when  he  told  us  that  both  your  legs 
were  broken,  we  were  too  stunned  to  speak." 

"But  he  said  that  you'd 
be  as  good  as  new  in  about 
six  weeks!"  Martha  cheer- 
fully added. 

"Yes,  and  every  one  at 
school  is  coming  to  see 
you."  Alice  piped  in. 

"Even  Pickle-Puss 
Koons  said  he'd  come  up 
and  read  you  some  poetry!" 
giggled  Betty. 

That  night  Janet  lay  in 
bed  a long  time  before  she 
fell  asleep.  Were  they 
telling  the  truth  about  her 
legs  healing?  Suppose  she 
could  never  walk  again,  or 
go  to  dances,  or  worse  still, 
never  return  to  college? 
She  tried  to  stifle  these  ugly 
thoughts,  but  her  usually 
laughing  black  eyes  filled 
with  tears. 

Two  weeks  later  Betty 
came  bouncing  into  Janet's  room. 

"Remember  the  boy  I told  you  about  that  I met  in 
New  York  last  summer?"  she  began. 

"Uh  huh." 

"Well,  I've  been  corresponding  with  him,  and  I told 
him  all  about  you,  and  he  says  he  has  a boy-friend  who 
wants  to  write  to  you.  That  is,  if  you  would  write  to  him.” 

"Oh,  Betty,  how  can  I write  to  somebody  I don't  even 
know!  It's  hard  enough  writing  to  people  I do  know!" 

"You  can  always  try,"  Betty  begged,  "and  just  think 
of  all  the  fun  you  can  have  writing  to  somebody  that  you 
don't  know  a thing  about.  You  can  leave  so  much  to 
your  imagination.  It's  just  like  writing  to  a dream  prince 
or — ."  Betty  stopped  short  when  she  saw  the  grimace 
on  Janet's  face. 

(Continued  on  page  21) 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Barber;  "You  say  you've  been 
here  before?  I don't  remember  your 
face." 

Customer:  "Probably  not.  It's 

all  healed  up  now." 

—"Pell-Mell" 

He  was  sitting  at  the  bar  downing 
one  after  another  and  laughing  bois- 
terously. Ever  so  often,  as  he  mum- 
bled to  himself  he  would  hold  up  his 
hand  in  protest.  Finally  the  bar- 
tender's curiosity  got  the  best  of  him. 
"What  are  you  doing?"  he  asked. 
"I'm  telling  myshelf  jokes,"  was  the 
reply.  "But  why  the  hand  in  the  air?" 
"Oh,  that's  when  I stop  me  if  I've 
heard  it." 

— "Pelican" 


I sneezed  a sneeze  into  the  air; 

It  fell  to  ground,  I know  not  where; 
But  hard  and  cold  the  looks  of  those 
In  whose  vicinity  I snoze. 

— "Froth" 


Waiter:  "Mr.  Brown  left  his  um- 

brella again.  I believe  he'd  leave 
his  head  if  it  were  loose. 

Manager:  "I  daresay  you're  right. 

I heard  him  say  only  yesterday  that 
he  was  going  to  Switzerland  for  his 
lungs." 

— "Octupus" 


The  frugal  Scot  was  taking  his 
small  son  for  a walk.  Suddenly  he 
said  thoughtfully,  "Sandy,  have  you 
your  Sunday  boots  on?" 

"Aye,  father,"  was  the  reply. 

"Well,  take  longer  steps." 

— "Lutefisk" 


"Move  that  car  along." 

"Don't  get  fresh — I'm  a Delta." 
"I  don't  care  if  you  are  a whole 
peninsula.  Move  that  wreck." 

— "Puppet" 


Bank  Clerk:  "You  forgot  to  dot  an 

"I"  in  your  signature." 

Patron:  "Would  you  mind  dotting 

it  for  me?" 

Clerk;  "I'm  sorry,  but  it  has  to  be 
in  the  same  handwriting." 


"So  that’s  their  double  wing-back  play." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seventeen 


SO  SORRY,  MR.  CHAUCER 

By  Tommy  St.  Clair 


(For  dem  as  ain't  acquainted  wid  old  English  usage: 
the  final  ”e"  is  sounded  when  the  next  word  does  not 
begin  with  a letter.) 

A pyctur  clere  my  mynde  does  fille 
Of  stewdents  sene  alwayes  at  the  Grille. 

The  sayme  gaye  grup  ther  every  nyghte 
Upon  my  sadde  brayn  becomes  a blyghte. 

And  from  my  wery  thots  I cannot  wype 
The  ever  presente  college  type. 

A GREEK  ther  is,  and  welle  known  to  alle 

Eor  freqwent  usage  of  the  alcohalle. 

The  gylded  jewel  on  him  blynds  the  ye. 

At  first  you  see  the  pinne,  not  the  gye. 

Himself  he  never  to  one  bench  confynes 
But  wyth  each  other  paying  stewdent  dynes. 

Hatless  is  he,  his  cote  swager  cutte, 

And  hunge  upon  his  lip,  the  glowing  butte. 

He  knows  by  nayme  most  anyone  who  comes 
And  many  another  butte  from  them  bums. 

Eor  may  king  pleasantries  he  has  the  knack. 

He  slappes  many  a freshman  on  the  back. 

This  frendly  ladde  is  never  in  his  pryme 
Until  a week  before  election  tyme. 

Som  golden  kees  hang  from  his  watche  chayne. 

Upon  a pledge  he  does  inflyct  much  payne. 

Yet  wyth  his  dampened  ye  and  tousled  haire 
He  fairly  brystles  wyth  the  savoir  faire. 

A EOOTBALL  PLAYER  is  thys  brut  so  stronge, 

A gladiator,  but  his  pants  are  longe. 

A sweter  black  his  massiv  sholder  hugges 
Wyth  golden  leter,  lyk  the  other  mugges'. 

He  perches  at  the  barre,  day  and  nyghte. 

And  wyth  myn  host  he  is  a favoryghte. 

His  face  bests  a Mussolini  jaw. 

He  laffes  swetely  wyth  a coars  guffaw. 

Wyth  other  boys  he  loyters  out  in  f rente. 

He  gyves  out  dope  about  the  wynning  punte. 

The  freshman  cuties  in  the  room  behynde 
Look  on  and  sigh  thru  the  Venetyan  blynde. 

He's  only  slytly  boed  in  the  nees. 

His  finger  covers  thre  piano  kees. 

Many  the  scars  of  battl  that  he  ownes. 


The  first  few  weeks  he  reekes  much  of  Slownes. 
Apollo  and  Adonis  bothe  ar  they 
Who  mys  the  danses  just  to  hit  the  hey. 

And  boys  that  on  him  hawtily  do  frowne 
They  long  to  be  a god  from  Hagerstowne. 

The  CLASSE  OE  EORTY-ONE  swagers  inne 

Wyth  hope  he  stroks  the  downe  upon  his  chinne. 
Proud  is  he  of  hys  hy  skole  dyploma. 

And  swampd  each  day  wyth  letteres  from  homa. 
"Mor  customers  lyk  him"  is  myn  host's  wyshe — 
A mylk  shayk,  sanwych,  sundae  is  his  dyshe. 

The  nykels  to  the  vyctrola  he  feedes 
Fal  from  his  pokets  lyk  the  tumbelwedes. 

He  loves  to  tayst  of  fhe  splitte  banana 
And  get  a tayst  of  real  colegiana. 

The  golden  rat  cap  hanges  on  his  pate. 

The  fratny  laddes  rely  tret  him  grate. 

He  stars  at  every  comly  colleg  lasse, 

Wydens  his  ye  and  whystls  as  they  passe. 

Eor  tykets  goes  al  of  his  do,  or  ner  it. 

We  ned,  he  thynks,  the  good  old  freshman  sperit. 
Out  in  the  werld  now,  he  reflects  wyth  blysse, 
'The  Eastern  Shor  was  never  quyt  lyk  thysse." 

A MUSYC  ADDYCT  is  our  fourthe  choyce. 

He  spars  us  not  his  rhythm  or  his  voyce. 

Besyd  the  records  is  his  habitate. 

He  nos  them  al  from  "Shyn"  to  ”La  Travyata." 
His  tupee  hanges  downe  abov  his  eres. 

That  tapping  has  been  going  on  for  yeres. 

He  nos  each  tryple  tong,  each  syngl  pawse. 

He  leds  each  swyngy  pes  wyth  sypping  strawes. 
He  adds  hot  liks  and  holds  the  hyest  note. 

You  want  to  shov  a trombone  down  his  throte. 

He  synges  to  his  dayt  so  al  can  lysten. 

If  he'd  go  horn,  not  muche  would  be  mysten. 

He  synges  to  the  waytres,  to  his  trends. 

Who  dyssaper  befor  the  record  ends. 

The  troubl  wyth  thys  felow  is,  of  cors,  he 
Thynkes  himself  a second  Tommy  Dorsey. 

A good  investygation  myt  revele 

He  is  the  gye  who  plas  the  glokenspele. 

But  wo  is  he  when  on  day  in  a boothe 
The  beste  sits  that  musyc  cannot  soothe. 
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SO  HE  DATED  YOU  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  10) 


Great  guns!  Ten  o'clock 


Two  mosquitoes  once  lit  on  the 
features 

Of  two  fair  and  peroxided  creatures. 
When  ask  by  what  right, 

They  replied,  "We're  not  tight. 
We're  just  seeing  the  game  from 
the  bleachers.'' 

— "Pelican" 


Earmer:  "Gosh!  You  must  be 

brave  to  come  down  in  a parachute 
in  a hundred-mile  gale  like  this." 

Stranger:  "I  didn't  come  down 

in  a parachute.  I went  up  with  a 
tent." 

—"Pell-Mell" 


They  tell  the  pitiful  story  of  Sally 
Brown,  whose  good  name  was  ruined. 

She  married  a fellow  named  Sch- 
lemplewitz. 

— "Growler" 


This  little  Freshman  went  to  dances. 
And  silly  Sophomore  stayed  home; 
This  jolly  Junior  gave  the  glances. 
And  this  sophisticated  Senior  ceased 
to  roam. 

i.e..  Freshman  get  around.  Sophs 
don't.  Juniors  try  again, 

and  Seniors  are  simply  tied  down. 
So  is  the  saying  for  good  women 
who  loudly 

proclaim  their  rights  in  the  upper 
classes  but  the 

Freshmen  go  right  on  ...  on  ...  on. 

— "D.  W." 


There  was  a young  muse  named 
Thermopylae, 

Who  dressed  uncommonly  slopylae: 
She  wore  fur  muffs  for  hose. 

And  rings  in  her  nose; 

With  her  jodphurs  she  could  only 
ride  in  jallopylae. 

— "J.  T." 


floor  of  the  Engineering  Building  as 
he  calls  to  one  of  this  friends  who  is 
trekking  bleakly  to  the  A.  and  S.  The 
slight  squint  acquired  from  peering 
through  his  surveying  instrument  has 
not  at  all  impaired  his  vision,  for  he 
can  spot  your  dim  shape  a mile  away 
and  flatten  you  out  with  a well-aimed 
snowball.  His  dancing  is  confined 
to  such  out-dated  numbers  as  the 
"camel-walk"  and  the  "stoop"  be- 
cause of  the  slouch  he  has  developed 
from  bending  over  his  dull  tools. 
The  extent  of  his  extra-curricular 
activities  is  usually  advanced  R.O.T.C 
in  which  he  rises  to  great  heights. 
As  this  type  generally  goes  steady,  he 
is,  therefore,  known  only  to  the 
chosen  few. 

TYPE  F THE  WILLY-NILLY 
TYPE 

This  type  is  inclined  to  be  the  most 
obnoxious  of  all.  He  doesn't  smoke, 
drink,  or  swear,  and  he  frowns  loud 
and  long  upon  such  nefarious  prac- 
tices. He  is  hell-bent  to  get  to  the 
dance  and  registers  deepest  digust 
when  he  finds  that  his  date  is  un- 
accustomed to  his  slide-swoop-shuf- 
fle-type  of  dancing.  He  calls  up  at 
the  last  minute  and  is  always  sur- 
prised to  learn  that  the  gal  is  washing 
her  hair,  writing  a theme,  or  even  has 
a previous  engagement.  His  tele- 
phone technique  is  most  edifying, 
consisting  of  "Hello,  guess  who  this 
is"  from  whence  it  progresses  to  an 
animated  discussion  of  the  weather 
and  solicitations  as  to  the  health  of 
both  parties.  A friendship  of  this 
type  usually  results  from  a blind  date 
that  you  took  to  help  out  a friend. 
The  friend  described  him  as  "not 
good  looking,  but  awfully  nice." 
This  type  thrives  on  no  encourage- 
ment at  all,  being  persevering  and 
having  that  estimable  trait  of  stick-to- 
itiveness. 


Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince 
Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked, 
return  the  pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of 
the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage. 

{Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


ALSO 

TRY  ROLLING 
YOUR  OWN 
WITH  P.A. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 


RiNCE  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 
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BLIND  DATE 

With  apologies  to  Dorothy  Parker 


How  I ever  got  myself  in  for  some- 
thing like  this  I do  not  know.  When 
I think  that  I could  be  back  in  the 
dorm  looking  at  those  simply  fas- 
cinating pictures  in  my  new  biology 
book  instead  of  sitting  here  with  this 
God-forgotten  collection  of  odds  and 
ends  that  calls  itself  a man,  I could 
weep!  Big  tears.  Big,  bitter  tears. 
Big,  bitter,  briny,  boiling,  black  . . . 
oh,  oh,  he's  going  to  talk.  Look, 
Mother,  he's  going  to  talk!  Look, 
Doctor,  he's  going  to  say  something! 

I wonder  what  he's  going  to  say. 
Let's  listen  and  see  what  he  says  . . . 
See  there,  I told  you.  He  asked  me 
how  I like  school  by  now.  He  wants 
to  know  if  I like  school.  Isn't  that 
sweet  of  him!  Look,  Mother,  isn't  he 
the  sweetest  thing!  Oh,  now  I don't 
know  what  to  say.  I'm  afraid  I'll 
hurt  his  feelings.  I know;  I won't 
commit  myself.  I'  II  show  him  I can't 
be  trapped  by  his  clever  maneuver- 
ing. I'll  just  say  comme  ci,  comme 
ca.  How  do  you  like  that,  smarty? 
Thought  you'd  start  an  argument, 
didn't  you?  Guess  I showed  you; 
what  have  you  got  to  say  now.  Mister 
Smarty? 

Oh,  you  don't  like  it,  huh?  You 
don't  think  you  like  school,  huh? 
Well,  let  me  tell  you,  you  big  mug, 
it's  a lot  better  than  you  deserve. 
Why,  I never  heard  such  cheek  in  all 
my  life.  Don't  think  you  like  this 
school,  eh?  Oh,  you  make  me  tired.  I 
hope  nobody  likes  you,  and  you  flunk 
everything,  and  you  keep  all  the 
library  books  out  overtime,  so  there. 
And  . . . But  you  think  the  campus  is 
nice,  do  you?  Look,  folks,  he  thinks 
the  campus  is  nice,  but  he  doesn't 
like  the  school.  Come,  come,  my 
good  fellow,  let's  have  a little  de- 
cision. Look  me  straight  in  the  eye. 
Now,  do  you  or  do  you  not  like  this 
college?  Out  with  it;  let's  have  done 
with  this  shilly-shallying.  Be  a man. 


Have  the  courage  of  your  bad  tastes. 
Oh,  what  did  I say!  Have  the  cour- 
age of  your  bad  tastes.  Why,  that's 
good!  I'll  have  to  remember  that  and 
use  it  sometime  when  someone  is 
around.  Did  you  hear  that,  you  non- 
entity? When  someone  is  around.  I 
consider  you,  sir,  a nadir.  Nadir, 
nadir,  nadir!  Yaaah,  yaaaah,  Geor- 
gia is  a naaadir. 

Oh,  oh,  who's  that  over  there?  I 
knew  it;  I knew  this  couldn't  go  on 
forever.  It's  that  nice,  nice  boy  in  my 
rhetoric  class.  Oh,  he's  looking  over 
here.  Oh,  I hope  he  comes  over  here. 
Please,  God,  make  that  nice  boy 
come  over  here!  Ooooh,  goody,  here 
he  comes. 

"Dance?  Why,  I'd  love  to!  Do 
you  mind,  George?  . . . Whew,  I 
thought  you  were  never  coming  . . . 
Go  for  a ride?  Give  me  just  two 
minutes  to  shake  George,  and  I'll 
meet  you  out  by  . . 

— J.  H. 


An  elderly  Hebrew  went  to  a re- 
juvenating wizard  and  asked:  "Can 
you  make  me  eighteen  years  old 
vunce  more?" 

"Yes,"  was  the  reply,  "but  it  will 
cost  you  $10,000." 

"Nefer  mind  vot  it  costs — I'll  take 
the  operation." 

Six  months  later  the  rejuvenating 
wizard  called  for  his  money. 

"You  can'f  collect,"  said  the  pa- 
tient, "I'm  under  age;  and  if  you  say 
I ain't.  I'll  sue  you  for  fraud." 

— "Yale  Record." 


COLOR  LINE 

"Do  you  play  golf  with  knickers?" 
"No,  with  white  people." 

— "Orange  Peel." 


SPELUNG 

"I'm  jest  writin'  Paw  that  you're 
sick.  Does  cemetery  begin  with  a 
'c'  or  a 's'?" 

— "Buccaneer." 


He:  "Only  a mother  could  love  a 

face  like  that." 

She:  "I'm  about  to  inherit  a for- 

tune." 

He:  "I'm  about  to  become  a moth- 

er." 

— "C.C.N.Y.  Mercury." 

DEPOPULATED 

Prof:  "What's  a skeleton?" 

Frosh:  "A  stack  of  bones  with  all 

the  people  scraped  off." 

— "Widow." 


A girl  can  be  very  sweet  when 
she  wants. 

— "Buccaneer." 


A golf  ball  is  something  which  if  it 
hits  you  in  the  face  you  have  thrown 
too  hard  against  the  wall  in  front  of 
you. 

— "Owl." 


They  sat  alone  in  the  moonlight. 
And  she  soothed  his  troubled  brow. 
"Darling,  I know  my  life's  been  fast. 
But  Tm  on  my  last  lap  now." 

— -"Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


STEPS  OF  SOPHISTICATION 

Freshman:  "I  don't  know." 

Sophomore:  "I  am  not  prepared." 

Junior:  "I  don't  remember." 

Senior:  "I  don't  believe  I can  add 

anything  to  what  has  been  said." 

— "Jester." 


It  is  claimed  that  when  a politician 
makes  his  bed  he  should  lie  in  it,  but 
our  observation  shows  that  he  makes 
up  his  bunk  and  then  lies  out  of  it. 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 
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TWO  HEATRS  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

"All  right,  I know  I'm  a silly,  sentimental  fool,  but  I 
still  think  it  would  be  fun." 

Janet  thought  it  would  be  fun,  too,  but  she  didn't 
realize  how  fascinating  it  really  was  until  she  received 
her  first  letter  from  Kenny.  He  wrote  so  informally,  and 
the  whole  letter  was  permeated  with  personality.  Janet 
wondered  if  she'd  ever  meet  him.  She  knew  she'd  like 
him  instantly,  if  he  were  like  his  letters. 

The  correspondence  grew  until  step  by  step  the  two 
writers  found  it  easier  to  write  about  things  closest  to 
their  hearts.  They  became  special  "confidants," 
giving  advice  and  telling  their  own  individual  troubles 
at  the  same  time. 

The  happy  day  finally  arrived  when  Janet  could  leave 
the  hospital.  Although  she  still  could  not  walk,  it  was 
good  to  be  home  again.  In  her  own  bed  once  more  she 
now  felt  sure  that  recovery  was  on  the  way. 

Her  mother  came  into  her  room  waving  a letter. 

"Somebody  certainly  is  following  your  progress 
closely!"  she  laughed.  Janet  tore  the  letter  open  ex- 
citedly. After  reading  for  a few  minutes,  she  exclaimed, 
"Mother,  Kenny  might  come  here  for  the  Christmas 
holidays!  Do  you  think  I'll  be  all  right  by  then?" 

"1  think  so,  dear." 

Even  before  her  mother  had  uttered  the  last  word, 
Janet  was  busily  reading  again. 

Mrs.  Rand  left  the  room  hurriedly.  She  didn't  want 
Janet  to  see  the  tears  in  her  eyes.  How  could  she  tell 
her  that  she'd  never  walk  again?  The  doctor  had  kept 
her  believing  she  would  be  well  soon,  while  he  knew  the 
X-rays  told  a different  story.  Why  had  he  waited  until 
today  to  tell  her?  Janet  was  so  happy  about  being  home. 
She  thought  she'd  be  back  at  school  soon,  but  her  college 
days  were  over  for  good. 

Mrs.  Rand  passed  Janet's  tennis  racket  and  skates  in 
the  hall.  She  burst  into  fresh  sobs.  Janet  heard  her, 
and  called,  "Mother,  what's  the  matter?  Why  are  you 
crying?" 

Mrs.  Rand  gathered  all  her  courage  together  and  went 
back  to  Janet's  room. 

Three  weeks  later,  on  a brisk  winter  day,  Betty  came 
to  see  Janet. 

"I've  got  grand  news,"  she  began,  when  she  was 
hardly  in  the  room.  "Mother  has  finally  consented  to 
let  me  give  a New  Year's  party!  And  best  of  all,  Ted  and 
Kenny  are  coming  down  from  New  York  to  attend  it! 
Kenny  asked  me  not  to  tell  you,  because  he  wanted  it  to 
be  a surprise,  but  I just  couldn't  keep  a secret  like  that 
very  long!"  she  ended  breathlessly. 

Suddenly  the  happy  glow  vanished  from  Betty's  face. 
Janet  was  staring  out  of  the  window,  a far  away  expres- 
sion in  her  eyes.  She  seemed  to  be  in  another  world. 
Then  Betty  realized  what  she  had  done. 

(Continued  on  next  page) 


WOODWARD  &’  LOTHROP 

lOi/l,  II//7,  F AND  G STREETS 

Washington,  D.  C. 


3 -WAY  COAT 
$40 

Cravenette-processed  to  make  it  shower- 
resistant  ...  in  herringbones  and  plaid 
patterns  of  tweed  and  cheviot  fabrics. 
Raglan  sleeves  with  slash  or  patch  pock- 
ets. Right  enough  to  be  worn  as  a top- 
coat, but  there  is  a wonderful  lining  that 
can  be  zipped  in  or  out  depending  upon 
the  weather.  Exclusive  with  Woodward 
& Lothrop  in  Washington. 

The  Men’s  Store,  Second  Floor 
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The  Center  of  Good  Food 

y 

College  Q Grille 

One -quarter  mile  north  of  1 
Campus  Gate  on  Boulevard  J 

Where  The  Studes  Meat  To  Eat 


BERWYN MARYLAND 


Faint  Heart  iF(£er  M'on 
Fair  J^dy 

Nor  held  one  thereafter  for  that  matter;  so  keep 
romance  alive  with  flowers  from  gude. 

Member  Florists'  Telegraph  Delivery  Association 
Florists  to  Washington  Since  1889 

FOUR  STORES  FOR  YOUR  CONVENIENCE 

Main  Store  1212  F St.  National  4276 


Always  Welcome 

FEDERAL  DINERS 

Tasty  Food  at  Popular  Prices 

(Dinner  Dancing) 

HYATTSVILLE  BERWYN 


(Continued  from  page  21) 

"Janet,  I forgot.  I'm  awfully  sorry.  I'm  such  a 
dumbell!  I shouldn't  have  told  you  about  the  party.'' 

"It's  not  the  party — Janet's  voice  was  thick,  and  her 
words  came  slowly.  She  turned  fiercely  to  Betty,  "I'm 
a cripple!  A cripple,  a cripple — " her  voice  rose  into 
a scream  and  her  mother  came  running  to  the  room. 

December  the  thirty-first  came,  and  Janet's  heart 
became  heavier  by  the  hour  as  she  realized  that  any 
minute  Kenny  would  come  through  that  door,  and  see 
her  in  the  wheel-chair.  She  had  lied  to  him  ever  since 
she  had  found  out  the  truth  about  herself.  He  thought 
she  was  well  and  strong  again.  She  had  even  written 
that  she  was  preparing  to  go  back  to  college  the  next 
semester.  Now  he  was  coming  to  find  out  what  a liar 
she  was.  She  had  got  such  pleasure  from  his  letters. 
It  was  the  only  thing  that  she  had  really  enjoyed  during 
those  first  awful  months  when  she  had  to  become  resign- 
ed to  her  condition.  It  would  be  all  over  when  he  found 
out  the  truth. 

The  door  opened  softly.  Janet  turned  her  head.  A 
tall  boy  with  sandy-colored  hair  and  a flashing  smile 
met  her  gaze.  He  limped  to  her  side  and  laid  his 
crutches  on  the  bed. 
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SERVING 

THIS  COMMUNITY  FOR 

50  YEARS 

If  you  have 
not  tried  our  service  just 
phone,  or  better  yet,  drop 
in  one  of  our  stores  and 
get  acquainted,  for  your 
patronage  is  most  earnestly 
solicited. 

9 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

HYATTSVILLE 

and 

RI  VERDALE 


Love  is  desprit,  love  is  sad, 

Love  is  futile,  love  is  mad. 

Love's  a sorrow,  love's  a curse. 
But  not  to  be  in  love  is  worse! 

— "Pelican" 


Mrs.  X:  "Does  your  husband  talk 

in  his  sleep?" 

Mrs.  Y:  No,  and  it's  terribly 

exasperating.  He  just  grins." 

— "Log" 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710 


THE  RUSH 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

Wouldn't  you  like  to  come  over 
and  meet  some  of  the  girls? 

RUSHEE:  (Still  wearily)  No. 

THIRD  SISTER:  (Gives  high-sign  to 

several  other  sisters.  As  they 
approach,  she  speaks)  I'd  like 
to  have  you  meet  Mary  Mc- 
Berry.  Mary  is  president  of  the 
Bacteriology  Club.  Now,  what 
did  you  say  your  name  is? 

RUSHEE:  Klfp.  Swjplt  Klfp. 

EOURTH  SISTER:  (Who  bears  so- 

rority magazine  in  her  hand) 
How  do  you  do,  Phylis? 
Wouldn't  you  like  to  see  the 
sorority  magazine?  It  gets  sent 
to  thirty  thousand  members  and 
alumnae  every  month,  and  is 
simply  filled  with  interesting 
facts  from  every  chapter  of 
Kappa,  AOPi,  Alpha  Z.,  K.  D.,  or 
Tri-Delt  in  the  country. 

RUSHEE:  How  deadly. 

FOURTH  SISTER:  Yes,  isn't  it, 

though? 

(Several  more  sisters  approach, 
until  they  gradually  encircle  the 
Rushee.  The  following  is  more 
noise  than  talking;  none  of  the 
speakers  can  be  identified.) 

ALL:  It  costs  practically  nothing  to 

live  in  the  house  . . . 

How  do  you  do,  Irene  . . . 
. . . Fourteen  members  on 

Mortar  Board  . . . 

. . . Their  house  is  mortga- 
ged . . . 

. . . Awful  gossips  . . . 

. . . more  offices  than  any  other 
sorority  on  the  hill. 

How  do  you  do,  Agnes. 

(The  circle  about  the  Rushee 
draws  closer  and  closer.  Sud- 
denly a head  is  seen  emerging 
from  the  circle  near  the  floor, 
and  the  Rushee  crawls  out  un- 
noticed. Quickly  she  grabs  up 
her  coat  and  jumps  through  a 
window,  u.l.  The  noise  con- 
tinues as  the  scene  is  cut  off 
by  the 


Qet  That  Qa??ipus 

Stunning  New  Styles  for 
Siisceptilile  Personalities 

★ 

C'osiIk  ...  SiiifK 
Oveiiiii|U( 

You  are  cordially  invited  to  see 
the  best  styled  clothes  for  the 
S7uart  young  college  girl. 

★ 


Junior  Sizes 11  to  17 

Missy  Sizes 12  to  20 


Westyle  Fruhauf 

Clothes  Clothes 

• DOBBS  HATS  • 


THE  WEST  LABEL 

in  your  clothes  and 
haberdashery  means 
you  appreciate  real 
quality  and  authentic 
style. 


Sidney  West,  Inc. 
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Washington,  D.  C. 

EUGENE  C.  GOTT,  President 
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Letter  Home 

Dear  Mom, 

Things  are  getting  so  exciting  here  on  the 
campus  that  I just  can't  come  home  until  after  rushing. 
I haven't  decided  yet  whether  to  go  Tri-Delt,  K.  D., 
A.  O.  Pi,  Kappa,  or  Alpha  Z. 

Tri-Delt  has  a nice  new  house  and  Millie  Hearn. 
You've  heard  about  her  from  the  footlight  club  pro- 
ductions, haven't  you?  K.  D.  doesn't  have  a new  house, 
but  they  all  seem  to  get  along  so  well  together  I know 
they  would  be  nice  to  live  with.  I know  guite  a few 
A.  O.  Pi's  by  now,  and  they  have  promised  me  dates 
with  all  the  big  shot  athletes  I want,  (except  for  the  rare 
few  who  go  steady).  The  Kappas  are  a little  stand- 
offish now,  but  I guess  they  really  haven't  gotten  to  know 
me  yet.  They  boast  the  Women's  League  president, 
and  boy!  is  their  new  house  going  to  be  a honey!  To 
rate  on  any  of  the  girl's  athletic  teams  I would  certainly 
have  to  be  an  Alpha  Z.  Of  course  rushing  hasn't  started 
yet  but  they've  all  just  as  much  as  given  me  a bid  already. 

They  say  rushing  will  be  informal,  but  you  better  send 
me  two  new  dresses,  just  in  case.  And  Mother,  get 
something  sort  of  flashy  that  will  make  an  impression  on 
the  boys  as  well  as  the  girls.  I hear  they  have  something 
to  do  with  sorority  rushing  too. 

I'll  write  again  when  I make  up  my  mind.  Say,  you 
don't  mind  if  I join  a sorority,  do  you? 

Love,  BETTY  COED--M.  M. 


SPORT  CENTER 

“EVERYTHING  FOR  SPORTSMEN” 

8 & D STREET,  N.W. WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


ATHLETIC  GOODS, 
BOWLING  SHOES, 
FOOTBALL  SUPPLIES, 
BASKET  BALL, 
FENCING  OUTFITS. 


Be  sure  to  visit 
our  store  while 
in  Washington. 


BICYCLES,  SKATES, 
MOVIE  CAMERAS, 
RAINCOATS,  RUBBERS, 
BOXING  GLOVES, 
GUNS,  AMMUNITION. 


WHATEVER  YOUR  SPORT 

WE  HAVE  IT!  = 


MEN'S,  WOMEN'S 
RIDING  HABITS, 
RIDING  BOOTS, 
SUEDE  JACKETS, 
TRUNKS,  LUGGAGE. 


See  our  Display 
Tomorrow  in 
University 
Library 


FINE  FURNISHINGS, 
HORSEHIDE  COATS, 
WOOL  SHAKER  SWEATERS, 
SLACKS,  SHOES, 
MILITARY  EQUIPMENT. 


A & N TRADING  CO. 

“QUALITY,  VALUE,  SERVICE” 

8 & D STREET,  N.W. WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


UNIVERSITY  PRIMER 

George  Eierman 

A is  for  apple,  the  big  one  of  course 
B is  for  beer  with  its  joy  and  remorse 
C is  for  co-ed  you  damn  her — or  will 
D is  for  Diamondback,  the  shame  of  the  hill 
E is  for  everything  we  forget  to  have  done 
F is  for  faculty,  don't  they  have  fun 
G is  for  "gripe"  which  we  all  do  so  well 
H is  for  Helen — but  why  I won't  tell 
I is  for  f,  I'm  great.  I'm  a wow 
J is  for  justice,  there  ain't  none  nohow 
K is  for  Kappa,  so  smooth  and  so  cold 
L is  for  library  where  romances  mold 
M is  for  Morrill,  the  broken-down  hall 
N is  for  night,  when  morals  will  fall 
O is  for  opium,  aren't  I the  dope 
P is  for  people,  just  full  of  soft  soap 
O is  for  questions  I never  can  answer 
R is  for  Rossbourg,  a war  for  the  dancer 
S is  for  student,  the  man  quite  forgotten 
T is  for  tripe,  it's  best  when  it's  rotten 
U is  for  us  who  must  dish  out  this  stuff 
V is  for  void,  cause  you've  had  enough 
W is  for  women  and  wine — shed  a tear 
X is  for — aw  hell  you  get  the  idea. 
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ore  you 


buy  a NEW  or  USED  CAR 


see 


FRANK  PEACOCK 


Walsh  motor  company 

SILVER  SPRING  . . MARYLAND 
Shep.  4400 

Residence Shep.  5243;  Campus,  Bo.\  1476 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 

S 

The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
and  specials 


Get  acquainted  with  the  “modern  ” Mode 
RICHARD  PRINCE 

Dinner  & Tail  Suits 

in  the  “Modern  Manner” 

35-00  „ 40-00 

The  Mode 

pATllfh  Washington, D.C. 


Ploor  Ooverings  Wood  and  Steel  Uesks 

Venetian  Blinds  Wood  and  Steel  Ohairs 

Steel  E iling  Oabinets 
Shelving  - Safes 

Office  Supplies 
Stationery 

★ 

Commercial 

OFFICE  FURNITURE 

Company 

Telephone:  Metropolitan  4661 

800  E Street,  N.  W.  Washington,  D.  C. 

i 


UNDERWOO 

CHAMPION... 

Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 

The  Homer  Buildins  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

(portables 
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LIGGETT  & MYE 


Copyright  1937,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 


CHRISTMAS  ISSUE 


Joan  Crawford 

takes  time  out  from 
her  part  in  M-G-M’s 
"Mannequin"  to  play 
the  part  of  Mrs.  Santa 
Claus..  Joan  Crawford 
has  smoked  Luckies 
for  eight  years,  has 
been  kind  enough  to 
tell  us:  "They  always 
stay  on  good  terms 
with  my  throat." 


When  you  offer  friends  the  welcome 
gift  rf  cigarettes,  remember  two  facts: 

1.  Among  independent  tobacco  men, 
Luckies  have  twice  as  many  exclusive 
smokers  as  all  other  brands  combined. 

2.  Luckies  not  only  offer  you  the  finest 
tobacco  but  also  the  throat  protection 
of  the  process  "It’s  Toasted”. 

With  men  who  know  tobacco  best... 
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ALLR.IGHT,  HE  19 

^HORT  AND  S’CRAWNY, 
e»UT  HE  SURE  TAKES 
MV  BREATH  away/ 


YOU  MIGHT  HAVE 
better  luck  if  YOU'D 
TRY  THESE  LIFE 
SAVERS-'^’pey'd 

REALLY  TAKE  YOUR 

breath  away  / 


MORAL: 

Everybody's  breath 
offends  sometimes...let 
PEP-O-MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinking 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  - wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How’  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull.^  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

PAUL  PEFFER 

The  Wisecrack : 

Prof : I estimate  that  the  sun  will  burn  out  in  three 

billon  years. 

Stude;  How  long.^  ! 

Prof : Three  billion  years. 

Stude;  Thank  God!  I thought  you  said  three  mil- 
lion. 
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*rilE  liEM  I.IIIK 

By  Christine  Kempton 


WE  were  cutting  across  the  wide 
sweep  of  windblown  hill  that 
leads  to  the  A & S Building,  one 
Tuesday  afternoon.  The  sky  and  the 
whole  surrounding  world  seemed 
very  large  indeed — we  being  in  no 
mood  for  the  infinitesimal — when  our 
eye  chanced  on  a bit  of  white  paper, 
no  bigger  than  your  thumbnail,  in 
the  grass.  Victim  of  a vampire 
curiosity,  we  picked  it  up.  On  it  was 
simply  and  neatly  written  the  word 
“and.” 

It  seemed  to  sum  up  so  much;  and 
to  indicate  so  much  to  come — like  the 
joining,  perhaps,  of  two  destinies; 
two  vast,  invisible  spheres. 

We  went  on,  with  the  feeling  of 
having  closed  one  chapter;  and 
started  bravely  in  anew. 


Rumbling  and  roaring  down  the 
Boulevard  now  and  then,  comes 
a truck  that  we  have  been  in  a habit 
of  watching  for,  of  late.  It  is  one  of 
those  gigantic,  moving-van  affairs, 
all  new,  and  splendidly  painted. 
And  on  the  back,  in  careful  red  and 
gold  lettering,  is  a sguare  sign 
reading; 

It  Is  Smart 
To  Drive  Careful 


TRUITTISM 

Medal  for  this  week's  simile  goes 
to  the  gentleman,  who,  alter 
leaning  meditatively  over  the  balcony 
at  the  Calvert  Cotillion,  watching  the 
promenade,  suggested  that  Maestro 
R.  Van  Trump  Truitt  got  his  inspira- 
tion from  his  lifelong  study  of  the 
amoeba. 


WE  were  walking  with  hollow 
tread  through  the  Engineering 
building  after  hours  the  other  evening, 
and  chanced  to  wander  into  one  of 
the  rooms,  where  we  stopped  sudden- 
ly in  gaping  admiration.  All  the 
chairs  were  arranged  in  absolutely 
perfect  order;  one  after  another;  side 
by  side — as  if  a weary  janitor  had,  on 
hands  and  knees,  measured  the  dis- 
tance between  the  chairs  with  a yard- 
stick. It  looked  like  guite  a little 
engineering  feat  in  itself. 

We  started  to  walk  out,  when  our 
eye  caught  the  blackboard  at  the  end 
of  the  room.  There,  scrawled  in  a 
large  hand,  with  an  unmistakable 
note  of  glowing  pride  about  it,  was 
written, 


We  cannot  help  but  admire  the 
delicate  mixture  of  whimsically  and 
rigid  conservatism  on  the  part  of  our 
janitor  force. 


BLANK 

COMPLETE  idiocy  in  incidents  is 
often  refreshing;  a state  of 
meaningless  nothingess  strikes  a 
chord  of  relief  in  this  day  of  double 
and  triple  meanings  in  things.  We 
are  thinking,  for  instance  of  the  man 
who  was  standing  on  the  corner  of 
14th  and  G Streets,  listening  to  a 
newsboy  shouting  spasmodically' 'Star 
Times,  News."  Every  time  the  boy 
called  out  ''Star,  Times,  News,"  the 
man  on  the  corner  would  say  bliss- 
fully and  guietly  over  to  himself, 
''Star,  Times,  blues,"  ''Star,  Times, 
blues." 

It  seemed  almost  silly  enough  to 
print. 


TO  the  reader's  own,  lively  imagi- 
nation we  leave  the  following: 
Simply  a sign  on  an  old  revival- 
meeting house  on  Washington's 
northeast  H Street;  tells  about  the 
preacher,  the  sermon,  the  date;  and 
follows  with  a hearty  but  circumspect 
invitation: 

All  Are  Welcome 
If  The  Lord  Permits 


“81  chaises.” 
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''I'm  sorry,  but  you'll  have  to  move;  we're  putting 
a new  highway  through  here." 


AN  OPEN  LETTER  TO  MR.  CLAUS 


Dear  Santa, 

For  years  now  you  have 
been  getting  letters — hundreds  of 
them, — about  this  time,  and  every 
one  of  them  is  from  somebody  who 
wants  something.  All  the  time  it's 
gimme,  gimme,  gimme,  until  I think 
you'd  go  nuts.  And  that's  just  what's 
going  to  happen,  Santa,  if  you're  not 
careful.  You're  not  exactly  a young 
man  any  more,  you  know;  and  if  you 
don't  begin  to  take  it  easy  pretty  soon, 
you  know  where  you'll  end  up,  I 
guess. 

Now  first,  before  I make  any  sug- 
gestions, Santa,  I want  to  explain  that 
I'm  not  trying  to  tell  you  how  to  run 
your  business;  I'm  just  trying  to  give 
you  a little  friendly  advice,  lust  sort 
of  pretend  like  I am  your  brother,  and 
I'm  trying  to  help  you  out. 

It  seems  to  me,  Santa,  that  the  first 
thing  you  ought  to  be  told  about  is 
this  coming  down  the  chimney  stuff. 
Honestly,  old  man,  most  of  us  around 
here  think  that  that  is  just  plain 
grandstanding.  And  if  many  of  the 
places  you  visit  are  like  the  Bureau  of 


Mines  building  here;  one  of  these 
days  you're  going  to  go  down  one  of 
those  flukey  flues,  and  you'll  end  up 
in  a chemistry  laboratory.  And 
everyone  knows  you  can't  give  a 
chemist  anything;  you  can't  even  tell 
a chemist  anything.  And  besides 
if  Mike  Johnson  catches  you  trying 
any  of  that  stuff,  he'll  probably  think 
you  are  another  engineer  gone  ber- 
serk, and  you'll  get  clapped  in  the 
booby  hatch.  But  if  you  just  shoulder 
that  bag  and  walk  in  the  front  door, 
anyone  that  sees  you  will  think  you 
are  the  editor  of  the  Diamondback 
carrying  your  spare  mattress,  shovel, 
and  beer  keg,  and  won't  pay  any 
attention  to  you. 

Of  course,  I don't  suppose  there's 
a word  of  truth  in  it,  but  it's  being 
whispered  around  here  that  you  are 
still  hiring  those  gnomes  in  your 
factory,  and  that — I don't  suppose  I 
should  even  mention  this  — you 
haven't  even  provided  workman's 
compensation  for  them.  It's  only  in 
the  friendliest  spirit  possible,  Santa, 
that  I warn  you  that  if  you  don't  get 


union  workers  in  your  shop  right 
away,  the  CIO  will  get  wind  of  it,  and 
the  first  thing  you  know  Lewis  will  be 
up  there.  Then  you'll  have  a strike 
to  contend  with — gnomes  will  be 
demanding  a five-month  day,  and 
vacation  with  pay — and  you'll  have 
no  end  of  trouble. 

About  that  sleigh  of  yours,  and 
those  reindeer.  I realize,  of  course, 
that  you  don't  mean  any  harm  by 
them;  but  whether  you  know  it  or  not, 
you've  been  causing  an  awful  lot  of 
trouble  the  past  few  years.  Not  only 
do  you  ruin  all  the  radio  programs, 
but  you've  been  playing  havoc  with 
the  air  traffic.  I mean,  it's  enough  to 
unnerve  any  pilot,  what  with  moun- 
tains and  storms,  and  all,  without  you 
running  all  over  God  knows  where  in 
that  damn  contraption  of  yours. 

I hope,  Santa,  that  you  won't 
think  that  I don't  know  how  to  do 
anything  but  complain,  but  there  are 
one  or  two  other  things  I'd  like  to 
suggest  before  I close.  One  is  about 
that  suit  of  yours.  It's  really  a dis- 
grace, your  having  to  wear  the  same 
thing  year  in  year  out.  I've  decided 
to  do  something  about  that  myself,  so 
if  you'll  drop  in  to  see  me  before  you 
start  out  this  year.  I'll  give  you  the 
snappy  little  single-button,  double- 
breasted,  sport-back  pin-stripe  I had 
made  up  for  you.  The  only  other 
thing  I can  think  of  is  about  your 
having  your  shop  and  all  so  far  up 
north.  Why,  people  are  beginning 
to  think  you  don't  like  them,  or 
something.  There's  really  a swell 
spot  right  here  in  Hyattsville — con- 
veniently located,  beautiful  view, — 
but  we'll  talk  more  about  that  later, 
huh? 

Of  course,  when  you  realize, 
Santa,  that  Merchants'  Delivery  will 
deliver  anywhere  in  the  city  for  ten 
cents,  the  whole  thing  begins  to  look 
pretty  damn  silly,  don't  you  think? 
Well  anyway. 

Merry  Christmas, 
JOEY 

P.S.  I never  did  get  that  bicycle  I 
ordered  back  in  1930. 


FALL  FASHIONS 


This  season  the  college  co-ed  will 
reach  new  heights  in  the  world  of 
clothes  and  personal  decoration.  A 
complete  revision  of  what  milady 
will  wear,  born  of  the  fertile  minds  of 
demented  fashion  creators,  is  about 
to  make  its  drastic  debut  on  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland  campus. 

Hair  goes  ahead  of  the  rest  of  the 
field  and  strings  along  with  a new 
style  freak-of-nature  known  as  the 
"inside-out  wig".  The  principle  attri- 
bute of  this  noble  innovation  seems 
to  be  a curling  in  toward  the  base  of 
the  skull  instead  of  the  orthodox 
system  of  having  the  hair  curl  away 
from  the  head.  It  is  a cross  between 
a Cleopatra  "bob"  and  the  horse-tail 
braid  of  county  fair  fame.  Latest  re- 
ports are  that  curling  irons  are  taking 
a heavy  toll  among  the  inexperi- 
enced young  ladies  who  are  trying 
to  keep  up  with  the  fashion  on  a 
"home-made"  basis. 

But  keeping  pace  with  the  progress 
of  the  curl  are  the  street  dresses 
which  will  catch  the  eye  of  many  a 
male  before  they  are  discarded  in 
despair.  The  keynote  of  the  dress  is 


economy — for  the  length  of  these  al- 
luring new  togas  just  about  complies 
with  the  regulations  of  the  indecent 
bathing  suit  laws.  In  fact,  the  slight 
stretch  of  muscle  necessary  to  allow 
the  young  lady  to  ascend  a stairs  is 
said  to  cause  a revelation  of  the 
dimpled  (or  otherwise)  knee  com- 
parable only  to  a burlesque  house 
feature  attraction.  Many  a big  apple 
will  owe  its  popularity  and  success 
to  the  Parisian  who  was  so  competent 
with  his  scissors. 

But  of  course  such  an  appealing 
outfit  must  be  topped  off  with  some- 
thing worthy  of  it.  So  in  response 
to  demand,  the  millinery  department 
did  the  impossible  and  imagined  a 
more  grotesque  headgear  than  even 
the  monstrosities  of  1936.  Wierd  to 
the  point  of  the  ridiculous,  a geo- 
metrical, high  flying  head  cover  has 
been  produced  that  promises  to  scare 
many  a baby  (and  many  an  unsus- 
pecting date)  before  its  questionable 
career  is  ended.  Meanwhile  its  more 
conservative  counterpart,  the  combi- 
nation-skull-cap-rat-hat  affair  is  doing 
its  commendable  job  of  holding  fem- 


inine tresses  in  place  and  out  of  the 
soup. 

Poor  man!  Forced  to  swallow  such 
bitter  pills  as  these,  as  he  drags  his 
weary  feet  around  the  campus  en- 
cased in  shoddy  moccasins  and  red 
striped  socks,  he  must  observe  the 
wayward  women  and  keep  his  si- 
lence. Day  by  day  he  wears  the 
same  dirt-stained  pants,  varied  with 
an  occasional  change  of  shirt.  To  him 
it  is  forbidden  to  dress  in  a style 
representing  an  African  headhunter 
at  the  funeral  of  a hotentot — no,  he 
must  hide  himself  in  somber  robes 
of  convention  while  friend  woman 
spreads  her  fine  feathers  in  the  sun 
of  fashion.  The  fig  leaf  of  Eve  has 
developed  into  an  orchard  of  phan- 
tasy such  as  the  male  of  the  specie 
will  never  be  able  to  make  in  his 
way.  Oh  women!  creature  of  vanity, 
spare  us — spare  us.  Is  not  man  al- 
ready so  overburdened  with  your 
woes  that  you  must  plague  him  with 
your  feathers  that  you  so  inconsis- 
tently molt  and  regrow! 

— George  Eierman 


ADDED  DEFINITIONS 

The  forgotten  man:  Last  year's  hero;  this  year's 

assistant  coach. 


— "Chappie." 


GUFF! 

"That  girl's  a virtuoso." 

"Don't  be  silly,  she's  been  married  twice!" 

— "Penn  State  Froth." 


"Ah,"  said  the  customs  officer  finding  a bottle  of 
White  Horse,  "I  thought  you  said  there  were  only  old 
clothes  in  that  trunk?" 

"Aye,  that's  my  night  cap." 

— -"Log." 


SOME  NERVE 

A man  went  to  the  dentist  one  day,  and  sat  down  on 
a long  needle  which  had  become  lodged  in  the  seat. 
He  roared:  "If  the  nerve's  that  deep,  don't  pull  it  out!" 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


She  was  only  an  optician's  daughter.  Two  glasses 
and  she  made  a spectacle  of  herself. 

• — "Exhaust  Fumes." 


MISCHIEVOUS  MABEL 

"Your  case,"  said  the  doctor,  "is  chronic; 

1 think  what  you  need  is  a tonic." 

"All  right,  doctor  dear, 

What's  the  matter  with  beer?" 

"Nay,  nay,"  said  the  Doc,  "that's  Teutonic." 

— "Rammer-Jammer." 
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The  average  Freshman  consumes 
six  glasses  of  beer  every  Saturday 
night;  the  Sophomore  consumes  six 
glasses  of  beer  a night;  the  Junior  con- 
sumes shix  glashes  of  beer  between 
meals,  and  the  Senior  hashn't  had 
math  shinsh  he  wash  in  prep  school. 

— "The  Princeton  Tiger." 

LIFE 

Education-— 

Graduation  -- 
Vocation— 

Vacation — 

Flirtation — 

Situation — 

Invitation — 

Celebration — 

Duration — 

Deflation — 

Cessation — 

Damnation. 


The  cows  are  in  the  meadow, 
The  sheep  are  in  the  grass; 
But  all  the  simple  little  geese 
Are  in  the  sophomore  class. 

— "Exchange." 


A man  somewhat  under  the  influ- 
ence of  good  cheer  attempted  to  pass 
through  the  revolving  door  of  a res- 
taurant. Each  time  he  entered,  he 
made  the  complete  round  and  found 
himself  in  the  street  again.  After  sev- 
eral unsuccessful  attempts  he  sat 
down  on  the  pavement  to  work  things 
out. 

A moment  later  a young  man 
walked  rapidly  up  the  street  and 
went  in.  The  door  went  around  and 
a young  woman  came  out.  The  in- 
ebriate was  puzzled. 

"What  gets  me,"  he  remarked,  "is 
what  the  devil  he  did  with  his 
clothes." 

— "Exchange." 

Most  modern  girls  believe  in  the 
old  sayings,  "if  the  shoe  fits,  don't 
wear  it,"  and  "if  the  heel  begins  to 
pinch,  get  rid  of  him." 

— "Navy  Log." 


Captain:  "Now  suppose  you  are 
on  duty  one  dark  night.  Suddenly  a 
person  appears  from  behind  and 
wraps  two  arms  around  you  so  that 
you  can't  use  your  rifle.  What  would 
you  say?" 

Cadet:  "Let  go,  honey." 

— "Humorist." 


Bob:  "Before  we  were  married,  you 
swore  you  would  never  look  at  an- 
other man." 

Helen:  "Just  another  campaign 

promise  gone  to  hell." 

— "Varieties." 


Love  is  the  only  game  that  isn't 
postponed  on  account  of  darkness. 

-"Pell-Mell." 


Mary  had  a little  wolf. 

His  fleece  was  white  as  snow. 
And  everywhere  that  Mary  went. 
The  wolf  paid  the  cover  charge. 

— "The  Pointer." 

Professor:  "What  is  it?" 

Nurse:  "It's  a boy." 

Professor:  "What  does  he  want?" 

— "The  Pointer." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seven 


DEPARTMENT  OF  GIFT  SUGGESTIONS 

By  Aunty  Bea 

(APOLOGIES  TO  BEATRICE  LILLIE) 

By  TOMMY  ST.  CLAIR 


The  happy,  festive,  and  oh  so 
veddy  glamorous  Christmas  season  is 
upon  us  once  more,  and  with  it  the 
trying  problem  of  gift  selections.  This 
year  we  want  to  help  the  Meddyland 
student  in  choosing  the  appropriate 
Yuletide  remembrance;  and  so  we 
have  bustled  about,  here  and  there, 
thither  and  yon,  and  all  over  the 
place  to  satisfy  his  need.  The  stores 
are  simpla  teeming  with  these  lus- 
cious trinkets;  so  here  we  go,  racing 
madly  down  the  list.  Hold  your  hat, 
and  don't  dangle  arms  and  legs  out 
of  car  window. 

First  of  all,  for  the  ladies.  After  all, 
our  motto  is  "The  male  must  come 
through."  So  let  us  dash  headlong 
into  those  intriguing  bits  of  good 
cheer  that  so  delight  the  hearts  of  the 
weaker  (yes,  that's  exactly  what  I 


said)  sex.  The  usual  gifts  for  the 
coed  are  out,  passe,  and  definitely 
taboo.  Let  us  be  different. 

Suppose,  my  little  man,  you  have 
an  O.A.O.  on  campus  . You  may  be 
Semper  Fidelis,  as  we  say;  but  she, 
not  so  S.F.  Our  suggestion  would  be 
an  initialed  knitting  needle  or  a left-, 
footed  figure  skate.  In  either  case 
the  lady  is  literally  forced  into  being 
S.F.  until  one  year  from  now,  when 
she  may  be  given  the  other  needle  or 
skate,  as  the  case  may  be. 


If  she  is  the  athletic  (heaven  forbid!) 
type,  flatter  her  with  your  selection  of 
something  utterly,  utterly  feminine. 
A set  of  false  eyelashes  will  tickle  her 
to  the  very  eyebrows,  and  make  her 
simpla  mad  with  glee  to  think  that 
you  think  she  likes  things  like  centi- 
pede eyes.  Get  the  psychological 
significance  of  it  all?  If  you  do,  hand 
it  back,  damn  you;  I'm  the  one  that 
lost  it. 

Drop  a gentle  hint  to  the  little  girl 
with  the  big  smile  in  your  history 
class.  Something  like  a red  leather 
address  book  with  your  name  and  ad- 
dress on  every  page.  But  for  mercy’s 
sake,  don’t  let  her  know  whom  it's 
from.  This  will  intrigue  the  little 
secret  passion,  and  she  will  fairly 
burst  with  a childish  eagerness  to 
find  out  who  in  the  world  could  have 
sent  it.  Right  there  the  beautiful 
friendship  blossoms. 

So  you  go  with  the  leading  lady  of 
the  local  Thespian  group.  Dramatists 
simpla  devour  atmosphere  to  drama- 
tize in.  If  you  will  send  me  a stamped, 
self-addressed  envelope,  I shall  be 
glad  to  send  postpaid  the  name  of  the 
firm  selling  the  new  concentrated 
backdrops.  One  has  but  to  drop  it 
into  lukewarm  water  and  guick  as  a 
nervous  trap-drummer,  up  pops  a 
cabaret  or  pastoral  scene,  as  the  case 
may  be,  like  a California  dried  apri- 
cot just  after  being  dropped  into  the 
proverbial  aluminum  vessel.  And 
even  if  she  isn't  the  siren  of  the 
Thitta — in  the  vernacular,  "what  the 
hell!"  Get  your  little  cream-puff  a 
backdrop  anyway. 

If  Steinmeyer  is  her  idol,  and  she 
hates  woah,  do,  by  all  means, 
splurge!  In  a little  out  of  the  way 
shoppe,  far  from  the  beaten  pathhe. 
I've  discovered  just  the  thingge. 
Fight  the  aggressor,  help  the  under- 
dog, remember  the  Maine:  Buy 


cotton  stockings.  She  will  love  you 
for  discouraging  the  produce  of  the 
Japanese  silkworms  (bless  their  fuzzy 
little  cocoons). 

Now  for  the  masculine  side  of  the 
ledger.  Sit  back  in  your  easy  chairs, 
gentlemen,  (except  you  in  the  blue 
plush  Morris;  the  joints  aren't  veddy 
tightly  glued  on  that  one)  and  don’t 
listen.  This  is  a secret  between  us 
girls.  Come  join  the  huddle,  girls, 
and  let  Aunty  Bea  solve  your  gift 
problems. 

First,  we  must  decide  whom  to 
give  presents  to.  Give  where  you 
may  receive  the  most  benefit  later  on, 
and  don’t  flatter  anyone  unneces- 
sarily. 

Haven't  you  always  silently  admir- 
ed your  Zoology  professor?  And 


aren't  you  the  lady  with  the  "F" 
average  in  the  course?  That  makes 
the  aforementioned  Zoology  prof,  a 
must  on  your  list.  Prepare  a micro- 
scope slide  which  says,  "Meddy  Xmas 
from  the  girl  in  section  four  with  the 
auriculae  longae."  (Look  it  up  for 
yourself,  silla.)  Slip  it  in  among  the 
embryo  salamandars  and  unstriated 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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JUST  ESCAPED 

"Pull  over  to  the  curb,  buddy." 


Wife:  "Honey,  I'll  be  needing  a 

new  fur  soon." 

Husband:  "What?  Say,  I bought 

that  fur  not  guite  two  seasons  ago." 

Wife:  "Yes,  dear,  I know,  but  you 

must  remember  that  the  fox  wore  it 
three  years." 


Waiter:  "Mr.  Brown  left  his  um- 

brella again.  I believe  he'd  lose  his 
head  if  it  were  loose." 

Manager:  "I  daresay  you're  right. 

I heard  him  say  only  yesterday  that  he 
was  going  to  Switzerland  for  his 
lungs." 


"What's  wrong,  officer?" 

"You  just  went  through  a red  light. 
Whatsa  matter?  Are  ya  blind?" 

"Yes,  officer;  color  blind." 

"Not  only  that,  but  you  were  doing 
fifty." 

"I  was  not.  My  speedometer 
registered  sixty." 

"Let  me  see  your  license!" 

"Impossible.  I don't  own  one." 

"Well,  let  me  see  your  owner's 
certificate!" 

"I'm  afraid  I can't  show  you  that, 
either.  You  see,  I just  stole  this  car." 

"Stole  this  car!  What's  your  name 
buddy?" 

"Napoleon." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


Millie:  "Would  you  think  it  was 

telepathy  if  we  were  thinking  of  the 
same  thing?" 

Clay:  "No,  just  plain  good  luck." 

— Caveman." 


"What  smells  so  funny  here?" 
"Just  the  dead  silence. 


Cannibal  Prince:  "Am  I late  for 

dinner?" 

Cannibal  King:  "Yes.  Every- 

one's eaten." 

— "Puppet." 


Mother:  "Why  are  you  making 

faces  at  that  bulldog?" 

Small  Child  (Wailing):  "He  start- 

ed it." 


— "Caveman." 
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'Yes,  Ma'am,  I got  your  letter,  but  it's  absolutely  impossible 
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MAIDEN  AUNTS,  AND  PEDAGOGUES— AND  YULE 


By  George  Fogg 


Now  is  the  season  when  you  are 
buying  Christmas  gifts,  and 
every  book  store  in  town  is  advertising 
to  tell  you  how  appropriate  it  is  to 
pick  a book  which  just  fits  the  charac- 
ter of  the  recipient.  Perhaps  your 
friends  don't  read,  or  would  rather 
select  their  own  books,  nevertheless 
the  convention  has  been  established, 
and  you've  got  to  go  through  with  it. 
For  instance,  maiden  aunts  and 


cousins  are  expected  to  like  guiet 
happy  volumes  like  The  Rumel- 
hearts  of  Rampler  Avenue  (Maude 
S.  Delavan)  a peaceful  tale  built 
around  the  Mrs.  Wiggs  of  the  Cab- 
bage Patch  situation,  but  if  she's  the 
other  kind  of  aunt  give  her  The  Nut- 
meg Tree  (Margery  Sharp),  still 
respectable  but  modern. 

For  the  Uncle  there's  a number 
announced  for  publication  which 
should  just  hit  the  spot.  It's  How  to 
live  Without  a Woman  (Wright) 
which  the  publisher  says  will  be 
"brutally  illustrated."  This  should 
end  the  series  begun  with  Live 
Alone  and  Like  It  and  followed  by 
Live  With  a Man  and  Love  It. 
We  can't  imagine  any  more  situations 
to  write  about. 

Cf  course  it  is  not  tactful  to  give  a 
professor  a gift  anyway,  but  it  does 
no  harm  to  think  of  the  books  you 


might  hand  out  if  nof  restrained  by  the 
bonds  of  convention  and  the  pro- 
fessor's opinion.  You  know,  for 
instance,  the  mathematics  teacher 
who  disapproves  of  Mathematics 
for  the  Million  (Hogben),  the  Eng- 
lish teacher  who  wants  Present 
Indicative  (Noel  Coward),  and  the 
Political  Science  man  who  might 
give  an  "A"  for  One  Life,  One 
Kopek  (Walter  Duran ty). 

If  you  really  want  to  know  what  the 
faculty  does  in  its  home  life  read 
Academic  Procession  by  James 
Reid  Parker.  This  is  a collection  of 
sketches  principally  from  the  New 
Yorker  which  gives  a typical  New 
Yorker  slant  on  everybody  on  the 
staff  from  the  President  down  to  the 
head  janitor. 

Especially  neat  is  the  little  tale 
called  Frontispiece  in  which  a sam- 
ple of  lunch  table  conversation  is 
examined.  First  there  is  an  extensive 
discussion  of  whefher  or  not  an 


absent  man  of  the  faculty  wore 
corsets,  then  the  extraordinary  efforts 
to  flatter  a man  whom  none  of  them 
like,  when  they  discover  than  he  has 
guite  a lot  of  influence  in  deciding  to 
whom  the  yearbook  will  be  dedicated. 

If  you  have  ever  wondered  how 
new  members  of  the  faculty  are  selec- 


ted, read  the  story  called  Shopping 
Trip.  In  this  Mr.  Parker  describes 
how  a pompous  old  mathematics 
department  head  goes  to  Harvard  to 
smell  out  the  brains  in  the  market,  and 
finally  bases  his  decision  on  whether 
or  not  the  man  likes  bridge. 

Academic  Procession  is  not  des- 
tined for  great  fame  nor  immortal 


remembrance  but  having  read  through 
its  280  or  so  pages  you  can  go  home 
and  talk  with  sophisticated  assurance 
and  considerable  detail  about  how 
the  faculty  after  all  is  only  human — 
darned  human. 

When  it  comes  to  talking  about  art, 
and  everybody  has  to  at  some  time  or 
other,  there  is  nothing  yet  which  will 
guite  put  you  on  your  feet  as  The 
Arts  by  Hendrik  Willem  Van  Loon. 
This  industrious  Dutchman  has  written 
concerning  almost  every  subject  from 
The  Story  of  Wilbur  the  Hat  to 
Around  the  World  with  the  Al- 
phabet so  he  is  quite  likely  to  be 
very  superficial,  but  in  art  an  author 
can  be  superficial  and  still  be  over 
most  of  our  heads.  It's  not  the  facts 
that  count  so  much  in  Van  Loon's 
book.  These  could  be  dug  up  any 
time  from  a number  of  respectable 
art  histories  or  an  encyclopedia.  But 
the  style  is  individual  and  real.  One 
feels  that  he  is  having  an  informal 
conversation  with  a realistic  man 
with  both  feet  on  the  ground  and  a 
remarkable  ability  to  explain  the 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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"Pete,  if  you  can't  tie  a square  knot,  we're  done  for!'' 


"I've  been  drunk  twelve  times." 

"How  do  you  know?" 

"I  always  stay  sober  enough  to  tell 
when  I'm  drunk." 


Clerk:  "These  are  especially 

strong  shirts,  madam.  They  simply 
laugh  at  the  laundry." 

Customer:  "I  know  that  kind.  I 

had  some  that  came  back  with  their 
sides  split." 


"How  kind  of  you,"  said  the  girl, 
"to  bring  me  these  lovely  flowers. 
They  are  so  beautiful  and  fresh.  I 
believe  there  is  some  dew  on  them 
yet." 

"Yes,"  stammered  the  young  man 
in  great  embarrasment,  "but  Tm 
going  to  pay  it  off  tomorrow." 

— "Caveman." 


"If  you  try  to  kiss  me.  I'll  call 
mother." 

"What's  the  matter  with  your 
father?' ' 

"Oh,  he's  not  as  deaf  as  mother  is." 


Two  drunks  are  looking  up  at  the 
sky  wondering  like,  so  finally  they 
stop  a third  drunk. 

First  Drunk:  "Hey,  pal,  do  me  a 

favor.  Is  the  sun  going  down,  or  the 
moon  coming  up?" 

Third  Drunk  (After  deep  concen- 
tration): "Shorry,  buddy,  can't  tell 

you.  I'm  a stranger  in  town  myself." 

— "Froth." 


Customer:  T don't  want  to  buy 

your  crackers;  they  tell  me  mice  are 
always  running  over  them." 

Grocer:  "That  isn't  so.  Why,  the 

cat  sleeps  in  the  barrel  every  night." 


— "Froth." 


— "Caveman." 
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IT  is  8:00  a.m.  of  any  school  day. 

Off  comes  the  big  padlock,  back 
slide  the  gates;  and  the  University 
reading  room,  date  bureau,  reference 
room,  and  dining-hall-annex  is  open 
for  the  business  of  the  day.  For  the 
first  guarter  hour  everyone  who 
comes  in  sits  down,  opens  a book, 
and  starts  to  study.  These  are  the 
students  you  never  see;  never  hear 
about  until  the  list  of  three-point- 
fivers  is  published.  They  come  in  for 
the  most  part  singly,  sitting  as  far 
away  from  each  other  as  is  possible. 
As  George  Fogg  moves  about  open- 
ing the  great  curtains,  they  sit  on 
undisturbed. 

But  before  long  the  library's  social 
day  begins,  and  the  students  who  got 
up  for  breakfast,  but  don't  have  an 
8:20  begin  to  drift  in.  There  is  one 
infallible  characteristic  of  these  libra- 
ry social  lions — their  entrance.  They 
come  up  the  steps,  usually  stepping 
out  a cigarette  on  the  last  one,  and 
stop  by  the  call  desk.  Standing 
there,  they  strike  a Napoleonic  pose 
and  sweep  the  entire  room,  slowly, 
with  a majestic,  albeit  sguinteyed, 
gaze.  As  recognition  comes,  they 
walk  over  to  one  of  the  desks,  flop  in 
a chair,  hiss  a greeting,  and  help 
themselves  to  the  cellophane-wrap- 
ped carmels.  By  8:30  the  chairs  are 
about  half  filled,  and  another  day  in 
the  library  has  begun. 

At  9:05  the  noise,  which  has  been 
a low  drone,  becomes  a pronounced 
roar,  as  all  the  9:20's  pick  up  books, 
kick  back  chairs,  and  growl  so-long's. 
Everyone  knocks  off  studying  until 
9:25  when  the  first  hourly  exodus  and 
influx  is  over. 

The  familiar  figures  are  beginning 


STUDY  TUSSLE 

By  Richard  E.  Lee 

to  arrive.  J.  E.  Ackerman  comes  by 
with  his  sing-song  greeting.  Robert 
Bradley  finds  a seat,  and  places  his 
inevitable  white  lunch  bag  on  the 
table.  Someone  sucks  absently  on 
an  empty  pipe  as  he  stares  at  his 
chemistry  notes. 

The  second  table  on  the  left  begins 
to  fill  up  with  Kappas.  Jimmy 
Lewald  wanders  in,  says  hello  to 
several  people,  talks  for  a moment 
with  a friend,  and  walks  out  again. 
Turk  Birkland  goes  to  the  end  table 
and  divides  his  time  evenly  between 
reading  a newspaper  and  watching 
people  come  in. 

Down  at  the  next  table  a high  fore- 
headed boy  sits  pulling  his  ear,  and 
gazing  unseeingly  at  the  ceiling. 
A coed  with  eyes  like  Joan  Crawford's 
rolls  tinfoil  into  little  balls  and  flips 
them  with  her  finger.  She  wears 
bright  red  polish.  A freshman  is 
bent  over  the  encyclopedia  table, 
doing  a library  science  paper. 

Miss  Wilcox  sits  at  a dictionary 
table  industriously  writing  a paper. 
Sunlight  pours  into  the  room,  but 
two  rows  of  lights  are  still  burning. 
There  is  a sudden  rush  at  the  call  desk, 
and  Dan  Prettyman  and  Steve  Jones 
run  back  and  forth  with  books. 

It  is  five  after  the  hour  again,  and 
another  group  rises  noisily,  spon- 
taniously,  and  leaves.  More  people 
straggle  in.  The  muffled  telephone 
rings,  and  Mr.  Brown  crouches  down 
behind  the  reference  desk  as  he  talks 
into  it.  George  Fogg  starts  a march 
up  and  down  the  aisles,  guieting  the 
noisy. 

A dog  barks  outside,  and  someone 
calls  a loud  greeting  from  the  library 
steps.  At  a nearby  table  two  ac- 


counting students  argue  about  an 
entry  in  ever  louder  tones.  Bill 
Phillips  drops  Shakespeare  to  glance 
through  the  Athletic  Journal.  Fred 
Kluckhuhn  picks  up  Physical  Cul- 
ture. 

The  crowd,  thickest  around  third 
hour,  begins  to  thin  out  for  the  lunch 
hours.  In  a dozen  places  about  the 
room  young  love  brightens  the  atmos- 
phere and  increases  the  noise.  A 
tick-tack-toe  game  starts  nearby. 
Dave  Stoddard  confers  with  Mr.  Fogg. 
The  Diamondbacks  are  out,  and  are 
passed  about. 

An  interesting  array  of  odds  and 
ends  has  collected  on  the  tables — 
two  home-town  newspapers,  vol.  14 
of  Encyclopedia  Britannica,  three 
candy  wrappers,  a magazine,  dis- 
carded paper,  and  a notice  of  Foot- 
light  meeting.  Gerry  Fosbrooke 
comes  in  for  the  third  time  in  the  day, 
briefcase  in  hand,  eyes  serious  and 
thoughtful. 

As  the  hour  approaches  5:30,  the 
chairs  once  more  begin  to  stand 
empty,  and  the  library  is  closed 
briefly  for  supper.  When  it  reopens, 
it  takes  on  a different  aspect  indeed. 
Night  is  outside  the  great,  tall  win- 
dows, and  the  people  who  drift  in 
have  anything  but  absorbed,  studious 
looks  on  their  faces.  There  is  an 
alert  expectancy  in  the  air  ...  a sort 
of  freedom,  which  begins  with  coeds' 
signing  "Library"  on  the  little  white 
slips  at  dorms  and  sorority  houses. 

Who's  there  with  whose  date? 
Who's  there  with  my  date?  Who's 
there  with  no  date  . . . 

What  do  guizzes  count,  anyhow! 
Hands  across  the  table;  let's  go  to 
the  Grill. 
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To  bed  we  hardly  ever  go; 

My  room-mate  has  a radio. 

In  bed  next  morn  we  lie  and  rue: 
The  man  above  us  has  one  too. 

— "Pelican." 


It  has  been  said  that  Eve  suspect- 
ed Adam  of  infidelity,  and  every 
night  she  used  to  count  his  ribs  to  see 
if  he  was  true  to  her.” 

— "Exchange." 


Question:  "What's  this?  Ssssssss 
— jangle  jangle!" 

Answer:  "A  bullet  in  a china 

shop." 

— "Pelican." 


"How  many  cigars  do  you  smoke 
a day?" 

"About  ten." 

"What  do  they  cost  you?" 

"Twenty  cents  apiece." 

"My,  that's  two  dollars  a day.  How 
long  have  you  been  smoking?" 

"Thirty  years." 

"Two  dollars  a day  for  thirty  years 
is  a lot  of  money." 

"Yes,  it  is." 

"Do  you  see  that  office  building  on 
the  corner?" 

"Yes." 

"If  you  had  never  smoked  in  your 
life  you  might  own  that  fine  build- 
ing." 

"Do  you  smoke?" 

"No,  never  did." 

"Do  you  own  that  building?" 

"No." 

"Well,  I do." 

— "Blue-Jay." 


"I've  just  taken  a shine  to  your 
wife,"  said  the  stork  to  the  Negro 
when  leaving  the  house. 

— "Exchange." 


A genius  is  a man  who  can  rewrite 
a traveling  salesman's  joke  and  get 
it  accepted  by  the  Ladies  Home  Jour- 
I nal. 

— "Exchange." 


Meade:  "What's  the  big  idea, 

wearing  my  raincoat?" 

Moose:  "It's  raining.  You  wouldn't 
want  your  suit  to  get  wet,  would 
you?" 

— "Exchange." 


I had  a little  dog.  I called  him  Aug- 
ust. August  was  fond  of  jumping  at 
conclusions,  especially  at  the  cow's 
conclusion.  One  day  he  jumped  at 
the  mule's  conclusion.  The  next  day 
was  the  first  of  September." 

--"Log." 


Prof.:  "How  would  you  like  to  talk 
to  the  Dean,  young  man?" 

Young  man:  "Through  a spirit  me- 
dium, sir." 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


"Well,  I guess  I'll  play  a little  ping 
pong." 

"What!  With  those  holes  in  your 
pants?" 

"No,  with  paddles." 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


Small  Boy:  "What  is  college  bred, 
pop?" 

Father:  "College  bred  is  a four- 
year  loaf  made  from  the  flower  of 
youth,  and  the  dough  of  old  age." 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess.'’ 


Our  janitor  would  rather  sleep  than 
heat. 


— "Pelican." 


A celebrated  preacher  had  been 
engaged  to  address  the  congrega- 
tion of  a little  Negro  church,  and  was 
being  introduced  by  the  colored  pas- 
tor. 

"Sistern  and  breddern,"  he  began. 
"It  affo'ds  me  the  estremest  pleasuh 
to  intaduce  de  speakuh  ob  de  eben- 
in'.  I wants  to  explain  dat  while  his 
skin  ain't  de  same  coluh  as  de  od- 
ders  heah,  I assure  you  his  heart  am 
as  black  as  any  of  yourn." 

— "Student." 


"Poppa,  what's  a millenium?" 
"Rastus,  dat  is  de  same  thing  as  a 
centennial,  'cept  it's  got  mo'  legs." 


Slippery  ice — very  thin; 

Pretty  girl  - -tumbled  in; 

Saw  a fella — on  the  bank; 

Gave  a shriek — then  she  sank; 
Boy  on  hand — heard  her  shout; 
Jumped  right  in — pulled  her  out; 
Now  he's  hers — very  nice; 

But  she  had — to  break  the  ice. 

— "Bored  Walk." 


Wife:  "Goodness,  George,  this  is 
not  our  baby.  This  is  the  wrong  car- 
riage. 

Hubby:  "Shut  up.  This  is  a better 


carriage." 


— "Wampus." 


She:  "Can  you  drive  with  one 

arm?" 

He:  "You  bet." 

She:  "Have  an  apple  then." 

— "Arch." 


A little  city  boy  was  telling  his 
cousin  about  his  first  visit  to  a farm. 

"You  should  have  seen  the  pig," 
he  said.  "It  was  in  a pen  with  a lot 
of  little  ones,  and  it  seemed  to  be 
afraid  of  them,  for  they  chased  it  all 
over.  Finally,  it  got  so  tired  it  just  fell 
down — and  then  the  little  ones 
jumped  down  and  chewed  all  the 
buttons  off  its  vest." 

— "Navy  Log." 


Copyrieht.  1937.  R.  J.  Reynolds  I'obaceu  Go 


TRY  P.A.  ON  THIS 
MONEY- BACK  GUARANTEE! 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince 
Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked, 
return  the  pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of 
the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage. 

{Signed}  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


ALSO 

TRY  ROLLING 
YOUR  OWN 
WITH  P.A. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 


ringeAlbert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


THE  OLD  LINE 


ARE  YOU  A FIEND  AT  A 
STOP-LIGHT? 

IT  has  been  estimated  that  during  a ten  mile  trip  to 
down-town  Washington,  the  overage  motorist  makes 
from  fourteen  to  three  hundred  twenty  stops,  depending 
on  whether  he  merely  wants  to  get  to  town  or  is  trying 
to  get  a date.  Now  this  means  that  (assuming  he  stops 
for  a full  minute  each  time)  every  time  he  goes  to  town, 
at  least  fourteen  minutes  are  spent  doing  nothing; 
absolutely  nothing.  (In  the  other  instance,  of  course 
three  hundred  six  minutes  are  spent  more  profitably.) 
It  is  patent  that  such  shiftless  budgeting  of  time  is  direct- 
ly responsible  for  nervous  indigestion,  headache,  arterio 
sclerosis,  and  seven  percent  of  the  divorces  in  this 
country  each  year. 

So  it  is  to  save  you  from  these  dire  contingencies  that 
we  hove  made  the  study  which  enables  us  to  give  to 
you  the  following  suggestion  on  what  to  do  with  your 
idle  hands  while  pulled  up  to  a red  light. 

The  simplest  expedient  is  vestbuttoningandunbutton- 
ing.  Here  the  motorist  merely  busys  himself  with  the 
task  of  undoing  all  the  buttons  on  his  vest  and  then 
fastening  them  again.  We  do  not  recommend  that  this 
be  tried  unless  first  practised  at  home,  since  the  light 
may  change  when  the  vest  is  only  half  buttoned,  leav- 
ing the  shirt  bloused  out  in  front,  to  fly  up  in  the  motor- 
ist's face.  Thus,  he  will  probably  run  down  several 
pedestrians  before  he  can  get  stopped,  which,  while  it 
may  be  extremely  humorous  or  constitute  a swell  plot 
for  a story,  is  often  considered  to  be  in  very  poor  taste. 
Besides  you  can  only  do  it  if  you  are  a man. 

Many  motorists  find  that  proposing  marriage  (if  you 
have  your  girl  along)  at  the  first  stoplight,  provides  a 
very  pleasant,  chatty  way  to  pass  the  time.  Also  any- 
one trying  this  will  find  that  he  has  hit  upon  a subject 
that  will  provide  conversation  the  rest  of  the  way  down 
town,  and  sometimes  for  days  and  even  years  after- 
ward. 

With  a little  ingenuity,  idle  moments  can  be  turned  to 
profitable  ones.  We  found  a record  of  one  clever  driver 
who  laid  in  a snappy  line  of  shirts,  shoes,  socks  and 
sundries;  and  at  each  stop  he  hopped  out,  displayed  his 
line,  and  took  orders.  However,  he  strayed  a bit  too  far 
from  his  car  one  day,  got  lost,  and  wandered  about  for 
days  without  food  or  water  until  some  visiting  Rotarians 
found  and  brought  him  back  to  civilization. 

The  above  suggestions  will  no  doubt  prove  very 
profitable  to  our  readers.  For  variety,  it  may  be  briefly 
noted  that  other  motorists  have  successfully  spent  stop- 
light moments  in  campaigning  for  their  favorite  can- 
didate, taking  deep-breathing  exercises,  feeding  the 
pigeons  in  Lafayette  Square,  and  knitting  tiny  garments. 

Of  course,  when  all  else  fails,  you  can  always  honk 
your  horn.  — J.  H. 


"Whadya  mean  guess?!" 


First  Class:  When  we  were  in  China,  I saw  them 

hang  a woman." 

Youngster:  "Shanghai?" 

First  Class:  "Oh,  about  six  feet." 

— "Log." 


What  do  you  think  would  go  well  with  my  new 
purple  and  green  sox?" 

"Hip  boots." 

— "Exchange." 


Alice:  "What  would  you  say  to  a girl  who  kisses 

every  man  she  meets?" 

John:  "Pleased  to  meet  you." 

— "Exchange." 


He:  "Gosh,  but  I'd  like  to  make  your  dreams  come 

true." 

She:  "I'll  slap  your  face  if  you  try  it." 

— "State  Lion." 


They  call  her  opportunity  because  she  necks  but  once. 

— "Covered  Wagon." 


Guest  (to  host  in  new  home):  "Hello,  old  pal,  how 

do  you  find  it  here?" 

Host:  "Walk  right  upstairs,  and  then  two  doors  to 

the  left." 

— "Siren." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


MISS  CO-ED 

(Due  apologies  to  the  "Barefoot  Boy") 
Blessing  on  thee,  Miss  Co-ed 
Suntanned  girl  with  lips  so  red; 
With  thy  scanty  pantaloons 

And  thy  knavish  whistled  tunes; 
With  thy  red  lips — redder  still 
Kissed  by  those  who  "fill  the 
bill." 

Tricks  that  mock  your  parent's 
rules 

Knowledge  never  learned  in 
schools; 

Where  the  dimmest  street  lights 
glow 

Where  the  freshest  "freshies"  go. 
As  the  world  you  saw  and  knew 
Larger  grew  your  knowledge, 
too! 

Your  tootsies  are  in  prison,  too — 
A sardine  box — a baby  shoe 
Made  to  tread  the  mills  of  toil 
Through  the  barroom's  ceaseless 
moil. 

Happy  if  you  are  not  caught 
Necking  where  you  shouldn't 
ought. 

Happy  if  you  sink  not  in 

Deep  and  treacherous  sands  of 
sin. 

Thou  hast  more  than  one  can  buy 
For  the  winking  of  an  eye. 

Ah — If  I could  be  a pal 

To  such  a winsome  co-ed  gall 
—"Pell-Mell." 


Hubby;  "Phew,  that  train  just  hit 
our  rear  fenders." 

Wife  (in  back  seat):  "If  you  had 

driven  more  carefully  nothing  would 
have  happened." 

Hubby:  "If  you  had  gotten  your 

end  across,  we  wouldn't  have  been 
hit." 

—"Pell-Mell." 


Visitor:  "Remember  my  good 

man,  'stone  walls  do  not  a prison 
make'." 

Inmate:  "By  golly  they  been  fool- 

in' me  for  eighteen  years." 

— "Pell-Mell." 


"IT'S  JUST  AS  GOOD" 

If  the  present  tendency  towards 
commercialization  of  our  colleges  is 
to  continue,  we  suggest  that  the  regis- 
trar's office  hire  a new  set  of  experts, 
well-schooled  in  the  technique  of 
chain-store  and  drug  clerks.  Result- 
ing in; 

Registrar:  "What  can  I do  for  you 
today,  young  man?" 

Student:  "I  need  a new  schedule." 

Registrar:  "Ah!  a new  schedule! 
May  I suggest  some  very  fine  history 
courses  — Modern  European,  Medi- 
eval, Civil  War  American — ." 

Student:  "Y'got  any  Renaissance?" 

Registrar:  "But  certainly.  We  have 
a special  on  Renaissance  history  this 
semester.  Very  fine  course.  Very 
snap  course." 

Student:  "Okay,  gimme  that.  An'  I 
want  some  English,  too — something 
on  Browning." 

Registrar:  "Now  take  my  advice, 
and  take  this  survey  course.  It  has 
Browning,  Tennyson,  Arnold,  and 
many  others  all  in  one.  Much  more 
economical  in  the  long  run." 

Student:  "Okay.  Got  any  geogra- 
phy?" 

Registrar:  "Of  course.  All  the  na- 
tionally advertised  courses.  But  I 
suggest  that  you  take  our  own  special 
anthropology  course,  instead.  It's 
every  bit  as  good,  and  offered  at  half 
the  price,  because  you  don't  have  to 
pay  for  advertising  and  fancy  la- 
bels." 

Student:  "All  right.  Let's  see  what 
else  I need." 

Registrar;  "Or  maybe  you'd  like 
to  look  at  our  specials  on  complete 
schedules.  Here's  one  that's  selling 
very  well  — accounting  principles, 
Shakespeare,  marriage  224,  the  sex- 
life  of  the  tubercle  bacillus  and  Es- 
peranto. Twenty-five  percent  off  if 
you  take  the  special  combination 
schedule.  The  best  professors,  and 
file  questions  for  all  exams  pro- 
vided." 

Student:  "Never  mind.  Wrap  up 
two  of  'em.  My  roommate  needs  a 
schedule,  too." 


..then  Joe  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


HELP!  Send  for  tKe  S.  P.  C.  A. 

Notify  the  S.P.C.C.  And  let’s 
start  a Society  for  tlie  Prevention  of 
Cruelty  to  Pipes  1 Smoking  over- 
strong tobacco  in  a gummv  bowl  is 
a mean  trick  to  plav  on  a self-re- 
specting briar.  Clean  it  out  and  smoke 
a fine,  mild  tobacco  like  Sir  Walter 
Raleigb.  Fragrant.  Slow-burning. 
Blended  of  tbe  finest  burlevs  from 
tbe  famous  Blue  Grass  country.  Two 
full  ounces,  as  only  a ^o-pipeful  tin 
of  tobacco  couhl  be.  Try  Sir  Walter! 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a reront 
survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  25  representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Haleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  eolleges. 


TUNE  IN  T'Mnmv  Dorsrv  and  lii3  Famous  Orrhr'«!ra 
NBC  Blue  NclworL,  every  Friday  9;30  P.  M.,  F..  S.  T. 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


Reporter:  "To  what  do  you  attri- 

bute your  great  age?" 

Grandpa:  "To  the  fact  that  I was 

born  so  long  ago.” 

— "Caveman." 


"How  do  I get  to  Middletown  from 
here?" 

"Take  a drink  every  time  you  come 
to  a cross-road,  and  you'll  be  there  in 
half  an  hour." 


1st:  "Do  you  have  a girl  for  the 

dance  tomorrow  night?" 

2nd:  "Not  exactly,  my  date  for 

tomorrow  night  is  potential." 

1st:  "Why  you  old  rascal,  you!" 

— "Froth." 


"Freguent  water  drinking,"  said 
the  specialist,  "prevents  you  from 
becoming  stiff  in  the  joints." 

"Yes,"  says  the  coed,  "but  some  of 
the  joints  don't  serve  water." 

— "Log." 


"Do  you  have  a who's  who  at 
State?" 

"Naw,  but  we  got  a here's  how." 

— "Froth." 


We  sat  on  the  shimmering  shore. 
Pale  moonlight  cast  an  aura  about  us 
as  with  trembling  fore-finger  I traced 
the  words,  "Elaine  1 love  you." 

Then  the  cruel  waves  dashing  high 
upon  the  beach  erased  the  tender 
tracery. 

I climbed  the  highest  mountain  of 
all  Norway,  and  there  on  the  topmost 
bough  of  the  tallest  fir  I carved  the 
words,  "Elaine,  I love  you." 

I'd  like  to  see  any  damn'  wave  wash 
that  out. 

— "Caveman." 


DO 
rALR  TO 

lifesuarp 


"Pssst!" 
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TWILIGHT  STORY 

BY  CHRISTINE  KEMPTON 


Lucretia  is  the  girl  who  takes  care  of  me,  while  my 
wife  is  at  work  all  day  in  her  office. 

She  takes  care  of  me,  because  I am  lame  and  fretful, 
and  cannot  walk  without  crutches.  Lucretia  listens  to 
me  ramble  on,  and  keeps  me  from  going  mad.  Some- 
times we  go  walking,  slowly  and  carefully,  to  the  top  of 
the  hill  in  the  evening,  when  the  wind  in  the  tall  pines 
makes  a sound  like  muted  violins.  We  sit  there  and  try 
to  hear  familiar  symphonies  in  the  trees,  like  Schubert's 
Unfinished  Symphony,  and  Beethoven's  Ninth. 

I am  better  at  it  than  Lucretia,  because  she  does  not 
listen  very  much  to  music,  and  perhaps  she  does  not 
have  that  kind  of  soul.  I like  Lucretia  best,  though,  when 
we  sit  in  the  kitchen,  at  the  checkered  covered  table, 
and  drink  strong  red  tea.  Light  from  the  setting  sun 
comes  in,  and  makes  Lucretia  beautiful.  Vaguely,  at 
times  like  this,  I almost  wish  she  were  my  wife,  instead 
of  Helen. 

When  Helen  comes  home,  Lucretia  goes  away,  and  I 
realize  how  I love  Helen,  and  her  guick,  domestic 
efficiency,  and  the  way  she  understands  me.  Helen  is  a 
bright,  flouncy  woman;  very  powerful  and  dependable, 
and  loves  to  take  care  of  me.  She  is  good,  probably,  at 
campaigning  for  women's  clubs;  I never  go  to  listen  to 
her  speeches.  I prefer  to  stay  at  home,  and  when 
Lucretia  comes,  I feel  calm  and  happy.  I never  speak 
to  Helen  about  Lucretia,  because  I do  not  wish  her  to 
think  that  anyone  else  can  make  me  contented.  I do  not 
want  any  unhappiness  or  jealousy  to  complicate  things. 
Helen  is,  of  course,  my  wife;  I love  her;  she  is  vital  to  me. 
I would  hate  to  have  her  jealous  . . . and  I would  hate  to 
lose  Lucretia. 

Lucretia  is  tall  and  pale,  with  black  hair,  and  when 
the  wind  blows  it  around,  I can  never  guite  see  where 
it  ends.  It  is  like  smoke.  Her  eyes  are  dark,  with  tiny 
changing  lights  in  them,  like  worlds  in  themselves. 

Lucretia  does  not  say  much.  She  is  like  a soft,  timid 
animal.  I do  not  know  where  she  lives,  but  I am  sure  it 
is  in  one  of  the  cottages  down  the  road.  She  may  have 
sold  vegetables  to  us,  or  done  the  washing,  and  then 
helped  straighten  the  house  a little,  when  Helen  went. 
I never  wondered.  When  I asked  her  to  stay  with  me, 
and  talk,  and  wander  around,  she  was  willing  enough. 

Although  she  holds  my  arm  sometimes,  when  we  walk, 
I do  not  feel  that  she  is  any  help,  in  the  way  that  Helen 
is.  I can  lean  on  Helen.  Sometimes  I think  that  a 
cripple  must  seek  a crutch  for  a love.  I am  lucky  that 
I love  Helen. 

Helen  goes  on  trips  and  tours  with  her  clubs,  especial- 
ly in  the  springtime,  and  she  is  sometimes  gone  over- 


night. She  does  not  regret  leaving  me  alone  now  and 
then.  "Aleck  is  literary,”  she  tells  the  neighbors,  "and 
he  amuses  himself.  He  writes.  He  can  get  along.” 

Whenever  Helen  returns,  however  unexpectedly, 
Lucretia  seems  to  know  in  advance  she  is  coming.  She 
whispers  goodbye,  and  kisses  me  like  a touch  of  wind, 
and  is  guickly  gone.  I depend  on  this  intuition  of 
Lucretia' s.  When  Helen  comes,  I am  gay,  and  I almost 
forget  about  Lucretia. 

Some  evenings,  when  Lucretia  and  I sit  on  our  hill, 
under  the  great,  black  pines,  she  talks  to  me  with  a sort 
of  soothing  reproof. 

“I  could  take  care  of  you,”  she  whispers;  "I  walk  with 
you  and  look  at  the  sky  with  you.  She  never  looks  at  the 
sky  with  you,  and  so  she  couldn't  love  you,  really.” 

I don't  talk;  I only  listen,  when  Lucretia  goes  on  like 
this.  I believe  her  utterly  and  completely  when  she  is 
talking  to  me.  I do  not  let  myself  think  of  all  this  when 
I am  with  Helen. 

"Do  you  really  love  me  so  very  much,  Lucretia?” 
I often  ask. 

"Oh,  much  more  than  that,”  she  sighs. 

"I  don't  understand  how  anyone  so  beautiful  as  you 
could  possibly  love  me,”  I say,  in  the  same  old  way. 
Lucretia  must  see  it,  and  it  is  no  mystery  to  me,  that  I am 
ugly.  I was  ugly  even  before  my  face  twisted  with  pain, 
and  stayed  that  way,  years  ago. 

But  Lucretia  unfailingly  insists  that  she  loves  me,  and 
her  sweetly  scornful  dislike  of  my  wife  is  somehow 
always  refreshing  to  me.  I never  tell  her  I agree  with 
her;  but  I will  listen  to  her  tell  me  how  misunderstood 
I am  by  my  wife,  and  how  I do  not  really  love  Helen  at  all. 

Some  nights,  when  there  is  the  fragrance  of  grape 
blossoms;  of  hidden  streams,  and  new  grass,  I feel  as  if 
I only  want  Lucretia,  and  it  frightens  me.  My  mind  is 
clouded,  and  love  is  too  strong  in  me.  I almost  give  way 
to  myself.  At  times  like  that,  I believe  that  my  life  is  only 
a struggle  to  hide  the  truth  away  from  myself.  I am 
afraid  to  lose  Helen,  because  I need  her  support ...  I am 
afraid  to  believe  I love  Lucretia. 

It  wasn't  long  ago,  I remember,  that  a spring  night 
was  so  strong  and  sweet,  that  my  heart  pounded  fast, 
and  my  head  whirled.  Lucretia  and  I were  walking 
slowly.  I did  not  feel  that  I was  on  crutches;  I thought 
I was  floating.  1 seemed  to  hear  Lucretia  say  to  me, 
"I  really  must  go  now,  dear,”  and  I knew  that  Helen 
was  home  and  Lucretia  would  go. 

Then  it  came  over  me  that  I would  take  Lucretia  with 
me  and  show  her  to  Helen,  and  maybe  Helen  would  be 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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. but  your  honor,  Christmas  comes  only  once  a year!" 


"By  jove!  That  chappy  played  a most  scurvy  trick 
on  me." 

"How  so?" 

"Well,  he  said  call  Cherryblossom  3317,  and  if  a 
man  answered  to  hang  up.  Jolly  clean  fun,  I thought. 
The  bounder!  I called  five  times  and  each  time  a woman 
answered!" 

— "Froth." 


It's  a funny  world.  If  a man  gets  money,  he's  a 
grafter.  If  he  keeps  it,  he's  a capitalist.  If  he  spends  it, 
he's  a playboy.  If  he  doesn't  get  it,  he's  a ne'er-do-well. 
If  he  doesn't  try  to  get  it,  he  lacks  ambition.  If  he  gets  it 
without  working  for  it,  he's  a parasite.  And  if  he 
accumulates  it  after  a life-time  of  hard  work,  he's 
a sucker. 


DIZZY  ZOOLOGY  DEFINITIONS 

Cell — what  the  Fuller  Brush  man  tries  to  do. 

Symmetry — place  where  the  dead  are  buried. 

Appendage — section  in  the  back  of  a book. 

Muscle — gangster  term;  "mussle"  in  on  a racket. 

Cartilage — fired  in  a gun. 

Bladder — absorbant  cardboard  used  to  dry  signatures 
written  in  ink. 

Carnivor — place  where  they  have  ferris  wheels  and 
pink  lemonade. 

Catabolism — form  of  bolshevism  in  the  cat  world. 

Organs — ecclesiastical  musical  instruments. 

Plastid — the  way  a frat  man  becomes  after  the  tenth 
drink. 

— C.  G. 


A sensible  girl  is  not  so  sensible  as  she  looks  because 
a sensible  girl  has  more  sense  than  to  look  sensible. 

— "Purple  Parrot." 


"When  is  a joke  not  a joke?" 

"Usually." 

— "Siren." 


A man  was  called  out  of  bed  one  morning  at  5:00  a.m. 
The  following  dialogue  ensued: 

"Hello." 

"Hello." 

"Is  this  Mr.  Stevens?" 

"Yes." 

"Mr.  Stevens  of  the  First  National  Bank?" 

"Yes." 

"Are  you  guite  sure  this  is  Mr.  Stevens?" 

"Yes,  dammit,  of  course  I'm  sure." 

"Well,  tell  me,  Mr.  Stevens,  how  does  it  feel  to  be 
called  at  5 o'clock  in  the  morning?" 


"Hello,  coach," 

"I  thought  you  were  told  not  to  drink  while  in  training." 
"What  makes  you  think  I've  been  drinking,  coach?" 
"I'm  not  the  coach." 


— "Medley." 


"Punch  Bowl." 
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UNHUNG  HEROES 

The  guy  who  admits  he  had  a 
lousy  summer. 

An  alumnus  that  says  college  life 
is  improving. 

Campus  politician  who  never  chiz- 
zled  a comp.,  saying  he's  in  it  for  the 
experience. 

The  upperclassman  who  never  told 
a good  one  about  the  freshmen. 

The  fellow  who  drinks  and  never 
talks  about  it. 

The  freshman  who  asked  how  much 
back  interest  was  due  on  the  frat 
mortgage. 

Landlady  who  took  down  "Rooms 
for  Rent"  signs  when  all  her  rooms 
were  taken. 

Prof,  who  admitted  that  his  course 
was  not  one  of  the  best  on  the  campus. 

Alumnus  who  agreed  with  college 
athletic  policy. 

— "Froth." 


"I  want  some  grapes  for  my  sick 
husband.  Do  you  know  if  any  poison 
has  been  sprayed  on  these  you  have?" 

"No,  mum;  you'll  have  to  get  that 
at  the  chemist's." 

— "Transcript." 


Female  Customer:  "Where's  the 

women's  lingerie?" 

Clerk:  "Sporting  goods  on  the 

second  floor,  ma'am." 

— "Froth." 


Frosh:  "What's  the  name  of  the 

book  you're  reading?" 

Senior:  "What  Twenty  Million 

Women  Want." 

Frosh:  "May  I see  it?  I want  to 

see  if  they  spelled  my  name  right." 

— "Log." 


You  before  your  fireplace 
Belong.  The  shadows  touch  your  face 
And  make  an  imagery  exotic 
Out  of  something  idiotic. 


"May  I cut?" 


A traveling  salesman  was  handed  a 
message  from  his  wife,  which  read  as 
follows:  "Twins  arrived  tonight. 

More  by  mail." 

Rushing  to  the  telegraph  office,  the 
salesman  replied:  "If  any  more 

arrive  by  mail,  send  them  to  the  dead- 
letter  office." 

— "Kablegram." 


"Where' d you  get  that  black  eye, 
Gertie?" 

"Oh,  I just  bumped  into  a door- 
man." 


Soph:  "Have  your  hair  cut?" 

Frosh:  "Naw,  I just  washed  it  and 

it  shrank." 


He:  "I  love  you  more  than  you 

know." 

She:  "How  dare  you  take  advan- 

tage of  me  while  I was  drunk." 


A young  lady  was  called  out  of  bed 
one  morning  at  5:00  a.m.  The 
following  dialogue  ensued. 

Voice:  "Hello!  How  are  you  this 

morning?" 

Lady:  "All  right." 

Voice:  "Then  I guess  I must  have 

the  wrong  number." 

— "Widow." 


Old  Maid  (phoning  from  her  hotel 
room):  "This  room  has  a chink  in 

the  wall." 

Hotel  Clerk:  "Well,  what  do  you 

want  for  two-fifty — couple  of  gigo- 
los?" 

— -"Orange  Peel." 
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Wi)t  nine  Cxtentig  tfje  Reason’s  (®reeting£(  to  its  Sliljerttscrs 

A & N Trading  Co. 

Gude’s 

Muths’  Art  Supplies 

Breslau 

Hochschild,  Kohn  & Co. 

M.  Pasternaks 

Briggs  Tobacco 

Holbrook  Farms  Dairy 

Prince  Albert 

Camel 

Homestead 

Raleigh  Cigarettes 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell 

Horn-Shafer  Co. 

Sidney  West 

Chaney’s  Garage 

Hot  Shoppes,  Inc. 

Standard  Engraving  Co. 

Chesterfield 

Hotel  Raleigh 

The  Mode 

College  Bar-B-0 

Hutzler 

Topper  Cleaners 

College  Grill 

Hyattsville  Hardware 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 

College  Park  Pharmacy 

Life  Savers 

Varsity  Grill 

Commercial  Office  F urniture 

Lucky  Strike 

Walsh  Motor  Co. 

Federal  Diners 

Madelines 

Woodward  & Lothrop 

Hotel  Clerk:  "You  signed  the  register  as  Mr.  and 

Mrs.  Emmbletovic.  Is  that  your  real  names?” 

Excited  Gent:  "Naw,  it's  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gildback.” 

Hotel  Clerk:  "Are  you  sure?” 

Excited  Gent:  "Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  it's  Mr. 

and  Mrs.  Brownandsmith.” 

Hotel  Clerk:  "That's  more  like  it.  I don't  like 

dishonest  people.” 

^ "Froth.” 


Employer:  "You  say  you  worked  for  a burlesgue 

show?” 

Blond  Applicant:  "Yes,  for  about  seven  years.” 

Employer:  "Steady?” 

Blond  Applicant:  "No,  mostly  on  and  off.” 


The  Ho  rn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


Copyright  1937,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 


LESSON 


Copyright,  1937, 
by  P.  Lorillard 
Co.,  loc. 


A 4 -Year  Loafer 


Graduates  with  Honors 


Idling  in  the  wood  4 jnll  years, 
BRIGGS  comes  jorth 
as  the  world’s  richest  and 
friendliest  tobacco 


HIS  IS  THE  STORY  of  the 
loafer  that  goes  to  the  head 
of  the  class! 

Briggs  is  born  rich.  It  starts  life 
as  a blend  of  nature’s  choicest  to- 
baccos. Then  it  enters  college  for 
a 4-year  course  in  idling. 


For  4 long  years  it  loafs  in  stout  oak- 
en casks,  getting  richer,  doing  noth- 
ing! Just  naturally  maturing  into 
the  smoothest  and  mellowest  pipe 
tobacco  you  ever  touched  a match  to. 

When  it  finally  graduates  to  your 
pipe,  Briggs  has  been  aged  longer 
than  many  fancy  pipe  mixtures  sell- 
ing at  $5.00  a pound. 

At  1 5f‘  the  tin,  Briggs  costs  a few 
cents  more  than  ordinary  unedu- 
cated tobaccos.  But  those  extra  pen- 
nies are  miracle  pennies  ...  in  the 
extra  enjoyment  they  bring  to  your 
smoking.  Ask  any  Briggs  smoker. 


/3tlt66S . . 


CASK-MELLOWED 


FULL  YEARS 


She  was  so  sweet. 

The  moon  so  bright. 

He  saw  his  chance, 

And  doused  the  light. 

The  lights  went  out. 

He  couldn't  see. 

He  lost  control, 

And  hit  a tree. 

The  moral  is 
To  stop  the  car. 

Before  you  carry 
Things  too  far. 

—LEO 


FUNNY 

Our  Funny  Little  Telegram  Depart- 
ment reports  the  following  one,  sent 
by  a Long  Island  commuter  who  was 
marooned  overnight  in  a snowbound 
train,  to  his  boss,  the  next  morning: 
"Sorry,  but  will  not  be  at  work  this 
morning  as  hove  not  arrived  home  to 
go  back  yet." 

— "Tiger." 


BRAND 

Beneath  the  moon  he  told  his  love 
The  color  left  her  cheeks 
But  on  the  shoulder  of  his  coat 
It  plainly  showed  for  weeks. 

— "Varieties." 


INTERDENOMINATIONAL 

"Oy,  I am  dying — send  for  a priest 
queek." 

"Vat,  Abie,  you  don't  vant  a rab- 
bi?" 

"I  should  gif  heem  smallpox?  Call 
a priest!" 

— "Widow." 


DEFINITION 


Thrift,  a wonderful  virtue  in  an- 
cestors. 


— "Exchange." 


She:  "Do  you  love  me  enough  to 
lay  down  your  life?" 

He:  "Mine  is  an  undying  love." 

— "The  Pointer." 
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DEPARTMENT  OE  GIFT 
SUGGESTIONS 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
muscles  and  then  wait.  When  he 
sees  it,  he  will  not  only  know  who 
sent  it,  but  that  you  have  your  mind 
on  your  work  and  veritably  live  in  a 
zoological  medium. 

For  the  young  man  who  goes 
steady  with  you  (although  heaven 
knows  you  probably  don't  owe  him  a 
thing)  what  about  a nice  theatrical 
make-up  kit,  so  you  won't  have  to  see 
that  same  pan  all  the  time.  One  day 
it  will  be  Pagliacci,  the  next,  Cyrano, 
according  to  the  current  make-up. 
You  will  have  never  a dull  moment, 
and  your  friends  (the  dears)  will  be 


absolutely  alive  with  gossip.  I flut- 
ter to  think  of  the  riot  you  will  cause. 

Don’t  forget  your  platonic  friend- 
ship. A new  edition  of  "Bird  Life  in 
the  North  American  Continent"  done 
in  an  attractice  green  cellophane 
wrapper  is  available  at  most  of  the 
better  stores.  Lucky  for  you  to  have 
a good  platonic,  and  as  long  as  you 
can  keep  talking  it  will  stay  that  way. 
If  he  waxes  too  friendly,  give  him  the 


bird.  There's  nothing  romantic 
about  the  wingspread  of  the  ruffed 
grouse. 

You've  tried  your  darndest  to  get 
your  best  friend's  brother  to  notice 
you,  without  any  luck.  Here's  an  idea 
you  should  snap  up  like  a starved 
turkey  does  an  oat.  Give  him  a mill- 
stone or  a linotype  machine — some- 
thing that  he  must  come  up  to  the 
house  and  get  himself.  (Do  you  see 
the  mischief  you're  up  fo,  you  liftle 
vixen?)  Well,  go  to  it  girlie.  I got 
him  up  there  without  the  sister,  but 
don't  expect  me  to  do  all  your 
thinking  for  you. 

But,  in  a more  serious  vein,  we 
mustn't  forget  the  man  who  made 
your  education  possible — dear  old 
father,  who  works  himself  fo  fhe  bone 
so  you  can  pull  boners  af  school. 
Every  year  you  leave  him  until  last, 
then  favor  him  with  the  well  known 
neckwear.  This  year  bring  joy  to  his 
veddy  auricles  and  ventricles.  Give 
him  the  two  bits,  and  let  him  get 
whatever  he  wants. 

Now  I must  be  off.  (I  musf,  fo  let 
a thing  like  this  get  into  print.)  Let 
me  leap  lightly  into  my  sleigh  (with  a 
hey  ha  ha  ha  ho  ha  hey)  saying  the 
while,  "Meddy  Christmas  to  all,  and 
to  all  a speedy  recovery.  Giddyap, 
blitzen." 


Berwyn  242  (Greenwood  1845 

ONE  DAY  SERVICE 

TOPPER 

Dry  Cleaners  & Laundry  Service 

“We  Operate  Our  Own  Plant” 
College  Park,  Md. 

E.  M.  LANGDON 

Work  Called  for  and  Delivered 
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From  the  Chemistry  Department  comes  this  little  story. 
It  seems  that  after  the  lone  feminine  member  of  a 
"Quant"  class  had  made  a low  mark  in  an  exam  she 
went  to  see  the  instructor  after  class. 

"Do  you  grade  on  curves?"  asked  the  young  maid 
demurely. 

"I  do  not,"  sputtered  the  prof.  "I  grade  on  what  you 
put  down  on  your  paper." 

— "Yellow  Jacket." 


"What's  the  matter?" 
"I'm  sore  at  my  girl." 
"How  come?" 

"She's  two-timing  me." 
"How  do  you  know?" 
"She  got  married." 


DISCOVERY 

He  asked  them  if  a man  without  a soul 
Could  writhe  and  burn  and  send  smoke  high 
In  violent  wreaths.  They  told  him  no, 

And  he  went  back  again  to  try  to  hear 
The  music  when  a brook  ran  over  stones; 

To  see  a poem  in  the  well-known  rose; 

To  soar  with  birds;  to  tremble  in  the  wind. 

And  then  he  went  again  to  see  if  man 
Could  know  the  joy  of  fire  with  new-made  soul. 
They  shook  their  heads,  and  sort  of  laughed  again. 
Then  told  him  solemnly  that  souls  were  born. 

So  sadly  back  into  the  town  he  went. 

Forgot  about  the  things  he'd  tried  to  learn. 

Forgot  the  brook,  the  wind,  the  rose,  the  bird. 

And  met  a girl  in  red,  with  dark  brown  eyes. 

And  there  were  days  and  nights  of  love  and  such, 
(And  he  returned  and  told  them  twice  as  much.) 

— K. 


SERVING 

Tins  ^ OJM  M^nTt  Y>  O R 

50  YEARS 

If  you  have 
not  tried  our  service  just 
phone,  or  better  yet,  drop 
in  one  of  our  stores  and 
get  acquainted,  for  your 
patronage  is  tnost  earnestly 
solicited. 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

HYATTSVILLE 

and 

RI  VERDALE 


FRATERNITY  HOUSE  RULES 

a.  No  liguor  of  any  kind  will  be 
allowed  in  this  house. 

b.  Bottles  will  not  be  thrown  from 
upper  story  windows. 

— "Yellow  Jacket." 


"Give  me  a definition  of  water." 
"Water  is  a light  colored,  wet 
liguid,  which  turns  dark  when  you 
wash  it." 


The  Prayer  of  a Coed — "I'm  not 
asking  for  myself,  God;  but  please 
send  my  mother  a son-in-law." 

— "Log." 


"What  foah  dat  doctah  cornin' 
outa  youah  house?" 

"Ah  dunno,  but  ah  think  ah's  got 
a inkling." 

— "Mercury." 


Westyle  Fruhauf 

Clothes  Clothes 

* DOBBS  HATS  • 


THE  WEST  LABEL 

in  your  clothes  and 
haberdashery  means 
you  appreciate  real 
quality  and  authentic 
style. 


Sidney  West,  Inc. 

1 4th  and  G 
Washington,  D.  C. 

EUGENE  C.  GOn,  President 
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"Oh,  John  dear,  do  you  mind  if  I bring  a friend  along 
tonight?" 

"No,  of  course  not  darling;  who  is  it?” 

"My  husband.” 

— "Froth.” 

WOODWARD  &'  LOTHROI 

loM,  II//;,  F AND  G STREF/r.S 

) 

"What's  your  design  for  living?” 
"A  circle.” 

"What  do  you  mean,  a circle?” 
"Oh,  I get  around.” 

^oobtoarb  & Hothrop 

extEnbsi  to  tf)e  ^tubents  of 
illarplanb  ^Hnibersitp 

HUTZLER’S  GIVES 
“IN-TOWN  SERVICE’’ 

TO  OUT-OF-TOWN  CUSTOMERS 

Write  or  telephone — tell  us  what  you  want  and 
approximately  what  you  want  to  pay  for  it, — 
and  we’ll  do  the  rest — and  do  it  as  efficiently 
as  you  would,  yourself! 

Howard,  Saratoga  and  Clay  Sts.,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Telephone  Calvert  4321 

HUTZLER  5IWHER5  € 

Cfjrisitmas!  (Greetings 
anb 

besit  toisitesi  for  the 
i^eto  ©ear 

Where  Gifts  are 
Unusual  • • • 

The  Giftway  on  our  Second  Floor  has  Gifts 
for  every  single  member  of  your  family, 
fraternity — (or  sorority) — which  reduces 
your  shopping  problem  to  a minimum. 
They’re  smart  gifts  too  — the  kind  that 
look  expensive  but  aren’t.  Gijtway,  Suond  Fhor 

Hoehschild,  Kohn  & Co. 


The  **Modern  Mode** 

Gifts  for  Men 

with  that  “club  atmosphere” 

MODERATELY  PRICED 

The  Mode 

F AT  Wth  Wa  S H I N G T O N , D . C . 


UNDERWOOD 


CHAMPION... 

Underwood  Uni v- ersal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  ...  100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 


Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Building  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

(portables 
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Xmas  Specials 
WESTINGHOUSE 

Ranges  and  Refrigerators 


HYATTSVILLE  HARDWARE  CO. 


Announcing  the  OPENING  of 

Holbrook  Farms 

CRYSTAL  FOUNTAIN  RESTAURANT 
4014  Eldridge  Avenue 

BRENTWOOD,  MD. 

GOOD  Meals  - Soda  fountain 
and  Curb  Service 

Beautiful  Auditorium  for  Parties, 
Banquets,  and  Dances 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

‘Discriminating  Qlientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  ^ Fi?ie  Hlates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 


1214  19th  street,  N.  W. 

Washington  y D.  C. 


TWILIGHT  STORY 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

furious,  and  I would  not  be  so  sorry  to  see  Lucretia  go. 
And  maybe,  even,  I would  go  with  Lucretia.  My  mind 
tumbled  vaguely;  I did  not  know  what  to  think.  I wanted 
to  take  Lucretia  to  Helen,  and  I asked  her  if  she  would 
come.  Her  voice  sounded  far  away,  and  she  said  she 
didn't  want  to,  but  I insisted.  We  were  both  afraid  when 
we  went  in  the  house.  I looked  at  Lucretia  when  we 
were  inside.  She  was  very  white,  and  did  not  look  at  me. 
She  was  so  frail  and  lovely;  I had  a feeling  something 
like  pride  for  her. 

Helen  stood  in  the  kitchen  door,  smiling  cheerily. 

I thought  how  silly  I was  to  be  afraid  of  what  Helen 
would  say  about  Lucretia.  How  could  she  possibly  be 
angry  . . . 

"Helen,"  I said,  smiling  down  at  Lucretia,  "This  is  my 
little  friend  Lucretia." 

"What?"  My  wife  came  over  to  us.  "What's  Lucre- 
tia?" she  spoke  in  the  way  she  would  to  a child. 

"Lucretia,"  I said.  "She  takes  care  of  me  some  days. 
We  walk  together." 

"What  are  you  saying,  dear?"  asked  Helen.  “Where 
is  Lucretia?"  She  was  not  smiliing  now,  and  her  face 
was  worried.  "What  do  you  mean,  Aleck?" 

"Lucretia,"  I said,  stupidly  repeating.  I looked  down 
at  the  girl,  but  she  wasn't  there.  It  was  strange.  I 
laughed  a little.  "She  must  have  slipped  out,"  I said. 
"She  has  a way  of  doing  that.  She's  bashful." 

“Aleck ! What  in  God's  name  are  you  talking  about?" 

I have  never  seen  Helen  look  so  strange.  It  gave  me  a 
cold  feeling  down  inside.  I sat  down  weakly,  and  tried 
to  smile.  I didn't  say  anything  more  to  Helen;  something 
was  frightening  her,  and  I vaguely  knew  what  it  was. 
I wanted  suddenly  to  cry,  and  my  throat  tightened,  and 
I felt  like  a disappointed  child. 

I knew  how  it  was  all  the  time,  I guess,  but  I am  weak. 
I cannot  give  up  Lucretia. 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 

S 

The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
and  specials 
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Twenty-nine 


WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


W omen  who  know 
about  clothes  insist  on 
Breslau.  'I'hey  not  only 
recognize  the  value  of 
our  traditions  but  they 
appreciate  the  qualities  of 
Beauty  and  Longer  Wear. 

★ 

Coats  ...  Suits 
Street  Dresses 
Evening  Dresses 

★ 


Junior  Sizes 11  to  17 

Missy  Sizes 12  to  20 


In  The  Gay  Nineties 

. .The  gentleman  enjoyed  “motor- 
ing” until  trouble  developed.  Then 
he  began  to  work  ! 

Today 

..'I'he  gentleman  never  develops 
same  “working”  trouble  if  he  deals 
with  a reputable  garage;  Maryland- 
ers play  safe  always  by  going  to 

CHANEY'S  GARAGE 

Opposite  the  Main  Gate 


BOOKS 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
abstruse  in  simple  terms.  There  is 
pleasant  directness  and  a good  deal 
of  consolation  in  this:  "Nor  was  the 

average  Greek  a paragon  of  all  the 
virtues — a noble  hero  spending  his 
days  in  battling  for  freedom  and 
democracy  and  burning  his  little 
midnight  oil  lamp,  discussing  some  of 
the  finer  points  of  Plato's  most  recent 
philosophical  disguisitions  with  half 
a dozen  assorted  friends.  There  un- 
doubtedly were  a few  such  men 
during  the  age  of  Pericles,  but 
they  were  the  exceptions,  as  they 
always  have  been  and  always  will 
be  . . . When  it  came  to  double- 
crossing their  friends,  these  noble 
Greeks  were  such  past  masters  in  the 
rather  unpleasant  art  of  hocus-pocus- 
ing a neighbor  that  they  sometimes 
succeeded  in  doing  what  few  other 
races  have  ever  been  able  to  do,  and 
not  infreguently  managed  to  double- 
cross  themselves.” 

Van  Loon  covers  the  whole  range 
of  arts  from  the  earliest  Egyptian 
architecture  to  the  most  recent  musical 
eccentricities.  Sometimes  he  seems 
to  overdo  the  simplification  as  when 
he  compares  the  simplicity  of  Bach's 
music  with  that  of  its  contemporary. 
Watt's  steam  engine.  There  is  a 
nicely  unenthusiastic  explanation  of 
what  impressionism  is,  and  a succinct 
comment  on  Chinese  conventional- 
ized art:  "If,  like  a Chinese  artist, 

you  would  spend  a lifetime  painting 
nothing  but  this  sort  of  thing  you 
might  eventually  acguire  the  same 
skill." 

The  two  best  sellers  in  the  fiction 
list  this  month  are  an  ill-assorted  pair. 
They  are  Northwest  Passage,  an 
historical  adventure  by  Kenneth  L. 
Roberts  and  The  Citadel,  an  attack 
on  English  medical  practice  by  A.  J. 
Cronin. 

Life  With  Father  now  has  a 

companion  piece  from  the  pen  of 
Clarence  Day — Life  With  Mother. 
They  are  now  being  sold  together  in 
a neat  little  box.  Christmas,  you 
know. 


ADVERTISEMENT 


(left)  One  pound  of  Prince 
Albert  — the  "biteless”  to- 
bacco— in  an  attractive 
Christmas  gift  package. 


¥rince  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL  JOY  SMOKE 

If  you  know  a man  owns  a pipe — you’re  practically 
certain  to  be  right  if  you  give  him  PRINCE  ALBERT 
— The  National  Joy  Smoke.  Beginners  like  P.A.  be- 
cause it  doesn’t  bite.  Occasional  pipe-smokers  find 
it’s  extra  cool.  And  the  regulars  think  it’s  tops  for 
mellow  taste. 


Copyright,  1937,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tot)acco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina 


Camels 


MADE  FROM  FINER, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 


Give  Camels  for  Christmas!  There’s  no 
doubt  about  how  much  people  appreciate 
Camels  — the  cigarette  that’s  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS.  A 
gift  of  Camels  says:  "Happy  Holidays  and 
Happy  Smoking!’’ 


( right  I A pound  of 
Prince  Albert  in  a real 
glass  humidor  that  keeps 
the  tobacco  in  prime 
condition  and  becomes 
a welcome  possession. 


(right)  The 
famous  Christ- 
mas package,  the 
Camel  carton — 1 0 packs 
of  "20’s” — 200  cigarettes. 
You’ll  find  it  at  your  dealer’s. 


(above)  Another 
Christmas  spe- 
cial— 4 boxes  of 
Camels  in  "flat 
fifties”— in  gay 
holiday  dress. 


/ I BELIEVE  IN  k 
GIVING  MEN  GIFTS 
THEY  CAN  U5E.S0- 
I'M  GIVING  THAT  ' 
► SPECIAL  1-LB.  ; 
CHRISTMAS  TIN  Of' 
( PRINCE  ALBERT  i 


1 HOPE  THE  I 
BOYS  KNOW  THAT 
A GIRL  ALWAYS  , 
APPRECIATES  A ^ 
GIFT  OF  CAMEL 
CIGARETTES  i 


f YES  SIR— 1 
CAMELS  HEAD 
THE  LIST  OF  ■ 
WHAT  I WANT 
FOR  ; 
, CHRISTMAS  ' 


ASK  ME  WHAT 
I'D  LIKE  — AND 
THE  ANSWER  IS 
THAT  BIG  GLASS 
HUMIDOR  OF  ■ 
PRINCE  ALBERT 


Do  Cxmrr /Harksmen  f//vd  that 

CAMElj:  CoSTVER  TOBACCOS 
A1AKE  A TAEFERENCE?’ 


'YES,  SIR,  in  any  bunch  of  expert  shots  — 
Camels  are  the  favorite  cigarette,”  says 
KttHsford  Triggs,  one  of  the  foremost  marks- 
men in  America.  "Marksmen  know  that 
it  takes  steady  nerves  to  make  high  scores. 
And  the  fact  that  Camels  don’t  frazzle  my 

me.  I smoke 
plenty  of  Camels  every  day,  too.” 


\ -i 


T#.’’'  , ' -•9, 


Kr 


^9^ 7WE  l4R6ESr-^U/AKT- 

C/GRRETTE  M AMER/CA 


And  millions  of  other  people  — 
the  most  loyal  group  of  smokers 
In  the  world  — put  their  "O.  K.“ 
on  Camels  too  — making  Camels 
the  largest-selling  cigarette 
in  America 


TAKING  X-RAYS  is  a deli- 
cate job — and  a tiring  one 
too.  But  as  Miss  Myrtle 
Suuler,  X-ray  technician, 
says:  "When  I’m  tired,  a 
Camel  refreshes  me.  I 
get  a lift'  with  a Camel.” 


"I'M  HANDLING  money  by 
thousands, ’’says  bank  tell- 
er, John  McMahon. 
"Jittery  nerves 
don’t  fit  in  with 
this  work.  So  it's 
Camels  for  me.” 


HOME  economist, 
Elizabeth  Alay,  savs: 
"There’s  a world 
of  comfort  in  smok- 
ing Camels  'for  di- 
gestion’s sake,’  at 
mealtimes.” 


Copyrig-ht,  1937,  R.  J,  Rcynulds  T«»bacfo  l-ompany,  W 


Camel  pays  millions 
more  for  COSTLIER 
TOBACCOS!  Camels 
are  a matchless 
blend  of  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS  — Turkish 
and  Domestic. 


{ABOVE} 
Head-on  view  of 
Ransford  Triggs  on 
the  firing  line.  His 
.22  calibre  rifle  is 
equipped  with  hand- 
made sights.  He  uses 
the  sighting  ’scope 
beside  him  to  help 
get  his  sights  set 
exactly  for  the  centre 
of  the  bull's-eye.  The 
glove  helps  protect 
his  hand. 
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One 


"Why  does  a clock  run?” 

"You  would  too  if  you  had  ticks." 

— "Penn  State  Froth.” 


"Help,” 

reaped.” 


cried  the  little  wheat  field,  "I've  been 
— "Penn  State  Froth.” 


A SIGHT  FOR  SORE  EYES 

A student  at  our  institution  was  having  his  eyes 
tested  for  a driver's  license. 

Pointing  to  a chart  on  the  wall,  the  examining  officer 
asked  the  man  to  identify  the  thing  he  saw. 

"What  is  in  the  large  circle  in  the  center?”  he  asked. 
"That  is  the  figure  18,”  the  man  replied. 

"Wrong,”  said  the  officer.  "That  is  a picture  of 
Mae  West  talking  to  Katherine  Hepburn.” 


I once  had  a classmate  named  Guesser 
Whose  knowledge  got  lesser  and  lesser. 

It  at  last  grew  so  small 
He  knew  nothing  at  all — 

And  now  he's  a college  professor. 

— "Kitty-Kat.” 


Soph:  "Why  do  you  prowl  around  Marg.  Brent  at 

night?” 

Frosh:  "I'm  learning  how  to  be  a sailor.” 

Soph:  "What  do  you  mean?” 

Frosh:  "I'm  watching  the  slips  go  off  to  see.” 

— "Penn  State  Froth.” 


Indignant  Farmer:  "See  here,  yer  ain't  getting  as 

much  milk  from  those  cows  lately.” 

Hired  Man:  "Nope,  sorta  lost  my  pull.” 

— "Cal.  Pelican.” 
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SIMPLIFIED  GREEK 

Alpha — loafs  better  than  none  at  all. 

Beta — to  have  loved  and  lost  than  never  to  have 
loved  at  all. 

Gamma — around  some  other  day. 

Delta — on  the  darkness.  (Man  bites  dog). 

Epsilon — time  between  drinks. 

Zeta — boy  or  girl? 

Eta — clock  and  all's  well. 

Theta — tain't  so. 

Iota — study  my  Math. 

Kappa — hat,  just  sumpin'  to  cover  my  head. 

Lambda — my  life  ah  loves  you-all. 

Mu — cow,  mu. 

Nu — gals  for  old. 

Xi — better  be  goin'  now. 


Omicron — Gallia  est  divisa  in  partes  tres 
Pi— 3.14159. 

Rho — meo  and  Juliet. 

Sigma — a song  of  sixpence. 

Tau — be  or  not  to  be. 

Upsilon — downsilon,  life's  like  that. 

Phi — can't  this  night  go  on  forever? 

Chi — you  big  baby! 

Psi — for  the  day  is  coming. 

Omega — allowance. 

— "Punch  Bowl.'' 


Policeman:  "Where  are  you  going  in  such  a hurry?" 

Student:  "I  just  bought  a new  text-book  and  I'm 

trying  to  get  to  class  before  it  goes  out  of  date." 

— "Blue  Bucket." 


"My  wife  made  me  get  it  after  I bought  her  a frigidaire." 
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Salesman  (showing  customer  some  sport  stockings): 
"Just  the  thing  for  you.  Worth  double  the  money.  Latest 
pattern,  fast  colors,  holeproof,  won't  shrink,  and  it's  a 
good  yarn." 

Customer  (politely);  "Very  well  told,  too." 

- -"Qaw." 


"I  say,  Pete,  your  girl  looked  quite  tempting  in  that 
sort  of  Biblical  gown  she  was  wearing  last  night." 
"What  do  you  mean.  Biblical  gown?" 

"Oh,  you  know.  Sort  of  low  and  behold!" 


"Wish  we  had  a fifth  for  bridge." 

"You  don't  need  a fifth  for  bridge,  ya  dope!" 
"Well,  make  it  a pint,  then." 

— -"Juggler." 


LOVE 

Sometimes  I think  love  is  like  Spring 
Or  (if  you  prefer  it)  a sloe-gin  Fizz 
But  more  often  I think  it  is  just  a headache 
And  an  8:20  Ouiz. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"Down  where  I live,"  said  the  Texan,  "we  grew  a 
pumpkin  so  big  that  when  we  cut  it  my  wife  used  one 
half  of  it  for  a cradle." 

"Well,"  smiled  the  man  from  Chicago.  "That's 
nothing.  A few  days  ago,  right  here,  two  full-grown 
policemen  were  found  asleep  on  one  beat." 

— "Pup." 


1 wish  1 were  a little  fish 
A-frozen  in  the  ice. 

And  when  the  girls  went  skatin'  by — 

Um  . . . Um  . . . Wouldn't  that  be  nice? 

— "Qow." 


Father:  "Mary,  who  was  that  man  I saw  kissing  you 
last  night?" 

Daughter;  "What  time  was  it?" 

— "Exchange." 


In  days  of  old 

When  knights  were  bold. 

And  sheet-iron  trousers  wore. 

They  lived  in  peace; 

For  then  a crease 

Would  last  ten  years  or  more. 

In  those  old  days 
They  had  the  craze 

For  cast-iron  shirts — and  wore  'em 
And  there  was  bliss 
Enough  in  this — ■ 

The  laundry  never  tore  'em. 

— "Qaw." 


Photographer;  "Watch  and  see  the  Dickey-bird." 
Child:  "Just  pay  attention  to  your  exposure  so  that 
you  don't  ruin  the  plate." 

— "Virginia  Cavalier." 


PRAYER 

"And  please,  Santa  Claus,"  prayed  the  co-ed,  "fill  my 
stockings  as  well  as  God  filled  Marlene  Dietrich's." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 

She:  "I  want  to  buy  a lipstick." 

Clerk:  "What  size?" 

She:  "Two  rides  and  a house-party." 


"Is  there  much  food  value  in  dates?" 

"That  all  depends  on  whom  they  are  with." 

— "Drexerd." 

"I  can  read  you  minds  like  a book,"  said  the  lecturer. 
"I  can  tell  what  each  one  of  you  is  thinking." 

"Then  why  don't  you  go  there?"  called  a voice  from 
the  back. 

— "Drexerd." 


Gish;  "What  sort  of  grade  does  Jukes  expect  to  get 
on  his  Steam  Quiz?  Is  he  worried?" 

Gadget:  "Is  he  worried?  Why  he's  got  so  many 

wrinkles  in  his  forehead  he  has  to  screw  his  hat  on." 

— "Navy  Log." 


Joe:  "Why  does  a farmer  look  for  a needle  in  a 

haystack?" 

Gish:  "Because  that's  where  his  daughter  usually 

does  her  fancy  work." 

— "Navy  Log." 


Papa  said  I had  to  be  home  by  midnight." 
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Five 


Muse:  "Well,  what  are  you  doing  in  this  oifice?" 

Mr.  Ex:  "I'm  going  to  try  to  help  you  put  out  this 

magazine." 

Muse  (wearily):  "What  can  you  do?" 

Mr.  Ex:  "Just  watch  me.  What  are  you  working  on 

now?" 

Muse:  "The  New  Line." 

Mr.  Ex:  "Oh,  that's  easy.  You  can  gabble  along  any 

old  way;  say  what  you  feel  like  saying.  You  won't  be 
particularly  bothered  with  a public." 

Muse:  "Well,  I have  something  here.  George 

Fogg  stopped  somebody  in  the  hall  the  other  day,  and 
said  simply,  'Are  you  getting  anyplace?'  Just  like  that; 
and  hardly  waiting  for  an  answer,  he  walked  on,  in  his 
meditative  way." 

Mr.  Ex:  "I  hate  to  say  'so  what'  ..." 

Muse  (timidly):  "Well  I thought  I could  add,  'We 

thought  it  worthy  of  consideration,  because  who  among 
us  could  have  said  'yes'  right  back  at  him?'  and  it  would 
be  a good  item.  You  know,  a sort  of  moral." 

Mr.  Ex:  "Very  impressive;  very,  very  impressive." 

Muse:  "You're  laughing  at  me." 

Mr.  Ex:  "Absolutely.  I don't  see  why  you  don't  say 

what  you  want  to.  Just  ramble  on.  You  know — say 
anything." 

Muse:  "Anything?"  (he  looks  off  into  space)  "Let  me 

see.  You  mean  like  isn't  it  funny  how  Dr.  Marti  says 
'Nilly  willy,'  and  'quinks  and  kirks,'  for  kinks  and 
guirks?" 

Mr.  Ex:  "Sure.  Say  it — who's  going  to  know?" 

Muse:  "Like  Dr.  Prahl  saying  'Achilles  is  adwencing 

to  vin  de  var'?" 

Mr.  Ex:  "Go  right  ahead!" 

Muse:  (musingly)  "You  know,  it  has  occurred  to  me 
that  the  sentence  'Do  buzzards  leave  black  wing-prints 
in  the  sky?'  would  be  a swell  last  line  for  a poem." 

Mr.  Ex:  "Inane!  Inane!  Go  on,  you  have  the  exact 

idea." 

Muse:  "This  is  wonderful.  Are  you  sure  somebody 

won't  accidently  read  this?" 

Mr.  Ex:  "Don't  be  ridiculous." 


Muse:  "You  know,  I don't  believe  that  years  ever 

really  disappear;  I think  they're  all  stuffed  in  the  back  of 
the  clocks  that  ticked  them  off!  Comforting  thought, 
isn't  it?  And  don't  you  feel,  in  these  warring  months, 
that  now  is  the  time  for  all  good  countries  to  come  to  the 
aid  of  their  men?" 

Mr.  Ex:  "Well—" 

Muse:  "Dr.  Hale  said  to  a class  the  other  day, 

'However  admirable  love  may  be  as  a sentiment,  it  is 
utterly  silly  in  the  process'." 

Mr.  Ex:  "Ah,  we're  having  a fine  time!" 

Muse  (at  a great  rate):  "On  Dr.  Falls'  first  trip  to 

Europe,  he  was  ship's  night  watchman  for  800  Missouri 
mules  . . ." 

Mr  Ex:  "Be  careful;  you're  lapsing  into  entertain- 

ment." 

Muse:  "I  discovered  that  'irrelevance'  rhymes  with 

'elephants.'" 

"How  do  you  like  this  for  an  epitaph:  Here  lies  (me) 
who  grieved  for  nothing  so  much  as  for  the  death  of  his 
own  shadow. 

"Death  is  really  easier  to  understand,  when  one 
considers  this  angle;  one  can  comprehend  the  ex- 
tinction of  one's  shadow." 

Mr.  Ex:  "But  suppose  someone  sticks  a flashlight 

under  the  lid  of  your  coffin — there  it'll  be." 

Muse:  "Please  keep  out  of  this." 

Mr.  Ex:  "I'm  sorry." 

Muse:  "Incidentally  it's  odd  to  consider  that  our 

highest-brow  maker  of  music;  the  symphony  orchestra, 
is  really  only  sounds  from  air  being  blown  into  tubes,  and 
coming  out  their  larger  ends;  from  scraping  and  pulling 
at  tightened  strings;  from  pounding  on  stretched  animal 
skins.  Primitive  world. 

"And  can  you  imagine  anything  more  mournful  than 
the  fate  of  the  'civilized'  woman,  whose  doom  it  is  to 
walk  the  earth  for  her  lifetime,  on  tiptoe,  jacked  up  on 
tapering  sticks?" 

Mr.  Ex:  "Do  you  feel  better  now?" 

Muse:  "Oh,  much." 


Six 
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"En  garde!" 


"All  those  who  would  like  to  go  to  heaven,"  said  the 
Sunday  School  Teacher,  "please  raise  your  hands." 
All  did  except  one. 

"Why  Johnny,"  exclaimed  the  teacher,  "wouldn't  you 
like  to  go  to  heaven?" 

"Naw,"  said  Johnny,  "Not  if  all  that  bunch  is  goin'." 

— "Ram-Buller." 


If  all  the  world  were  apple  pie 
As  once  the  poet  crowed, 
There'd  still  be  some  unsated  guy 
Who'd  want  it  a la  mode. 


"Waiter,  this  plate  evidently  wasn't  dried  after  it  was 
washed." 

"Whaddya  mean  wasn't  dried.  That's  your  soup." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"That  actor  is  as  clumsy  as  a cow." 

"Yeah;  he  ought  to  be  in  a stock  company." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


■ii 


— "Arch." 
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Seven 


The  prof  had  just  finished  a brief 
summary  of  the  term's  work.  He 
addressed  the  class: 

"The  exam  papers  are  already  in 
the  hands  of  the  printers.  I advise  a 
review  of  the  work.  Are  there  any 
questions?" 

"Yes.  What  is  the  name  and 
address  of  the  printer?" 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


BRIBED  WITNESS 

He:  "We  certainly  had  a big  time 

last  night  for  ten  cents." 

She:  "Yes,  I wonder  how  little 

brother  spent  it." 

— "Log." 


Mary  was  sent  down  to  the  office  to 
get  her  aunt's  weekly  pay.  On  the 
way  home  a robber  stuck  her  up  and 
took  the  money.  She  ran  up  to  a 
policeman  and  said:  "Oh,  officer,  a 

robber  just  stole  my  aunt's  pay!" 

"Well,  Miss,  if  you'd  stop  talking 
pig  latin  maybe  I could  help  you," 
irritatedly  the  officer  replied. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


During  this  past  summer  the  Ameri- 
cans have  won  the  Davis  cup,  the 
Ryder  cup,  and  the  yachting  cup. 
We're  afraid  if  this  continues  the 
English  will  have  to  drink  their  tea 
out  of  saucers. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


Heard  at  a Jr.  Prom,  1904:  Stop! 

I'll  call  the  chaperon. 

Heard  at  a Jr.  Prom,  1938:  Stop! 

Wait'll  the  chaperon  passes  by. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


THANKS 

Customer:  "Give  me  some  ca- 

shews." 

Dumb  Store  Clerk:  "What's  that, 

sir?" 

Customer:  "Cashews!  Cashews!" 

D.  S.  C.:  "Gesundheit." 

— "Froth." 


The  old  grads  claim  that  in  the  old 
days  they  went  to  college  to  gain 
polish — now  they  send  their  sons, 
who  drink  it. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"Where  ya  been?" 

"To  the  river." 

"What  fer?" 

"Hadda  spit." 

— "Froth." 


Assistant  coach  (coming  excitedly 
to  the  head  coach):  "Dickinson  ab- 

solutely refuses  to  play.  He  says  the 
Rumford  quarterback  knows  he's 
ticklish." 

— "Frivol." 


Eight 


THE  OLD  LINE 


MY  DAY 

by  the  Author  of  the  Maryland  Directory 

Tommy  St.  Clair 

Here  in  slumber  sweet  I'm  baskin, 

Aarons,  Amos,  Anders,  Askin 
Barber,  Benton,  Brinckerhoff 
Someone  turn  that  alarm  clock  oft. 

Water's  cold.  There  ain't  no  justice. 
Caldwell,  Carson,  Cooley,  Custis 
Davis,  Denney,  Dorsey,  Draper 
Dressing,  eating,  morning  paper. 

While  the  motor  warm  is  gettin, 

Edmonds,  Emrich,  Epstein,  Ettin 

Eink,  Eisch,  Eolk,  Foote,  Forbes,  Frey,  Frush 

For  a parking  space  I rush. 

To  the  office  where  I'm  workin 
Goldbeck,  Goldberg,  Golden,  Gurkin 
Huffer,  Hunter,  Hussong,  Hutton 
Here  I sit  just  doing  nutton. 

But  the  coeds  I'm  observin 

lager,  lager,  Irvine,  Irvin 

Jackson,  Johnson,  Jones,  Jones,  Jones. 

I am  tired  of  answering  phones. 

Time  for  lunch — it's  afternoon. 

Kehoe,  Keller,  Kornman,  Kuhn. 

Langford,  Lank,  Link,  Longest,  Lyon. 

For  a seat  at  ZaTs  I'm  tryin. 

Boy,  how  good  the  steak  does  smell. 

McGee,  McGill,  McGoogan,  Mehl 
Nevy,  Nicholls,  Nixon,  Norris 
Have  you  got  some  ketchup  for  us? 

Back  to  work  we  must  be  gowings. 

Oakley,  Olson,  Oswald,  Owings 
Papanicolas,  Peacock,  Purdum 
Oh,  how  many  times  I've  heard  'em. 

Smirk 

Quirk 

Ready,  Ripple,  Robinson 
Now  the  afternoon  spins  on 
As  my  spirits  start  to  droop. 

Starke  and  Steele  and  Stubs  and  Stup 
Taylor,  Tetlow,  Timberlake 
At  long  last  my  leave  I take. 

Home  sooner  than  I expect 
Upson,  Usuda,  Utecht 
Valenstein,  Vance,  Vollmer,  Voris 
Evening  beer,  "Sweet  Adeline''  chorus. 
Aided  home  by  light  of  moon. 

Wailes  and  Wells  and  Witherspoon 
Yagendorf,  Yates,  Yeager,  Yocum 
Sandman,  sheep  and  all  that  hocum. 

Dream  I sweetly  here  in  bed. 

Zabel,  Zaino,  Zalesak,  Zedd. 

Right  from  Aarons  down  to  Zulick 
Student  names,  I love  you  trulick. 


" — den  I got  di2zy — an'  all  of  a sudden  everything 
went  white.'' 


THE  GRADUATE  STUDENT  STOOPS 
TO  ROMANCE 

(a  duly  annotated  and  referenced  dissertation) . 

Chapter  I 

So  you'd  like  to  meet  up  with  Miss  Gordon 
And  you  think  knowing  her  would  be  fine. 

So  you  say  it's  worth  trying. 

That  it's  even  worth  dying.  1 

1.  Note:  The  italics  are  mine. 

Chapter  II 

Now  you  think  that  you  feel  lor  Miss  Gordon 
What  the  poets  so  guaintly  call  love. 

And  your  heart  stops  its  beating 
When  you  think  of  that  meeting. 2 

2.  Note:  See  the  reference  above. 

Chapter  III 

But  before  you  can  capture  Miss  Gordon 
I'm  afraid  you  must  reckon  with  me. 

For  I too  have  been  learning 
The  above  mentioned  yearning. 3 

3.  Op.  cit.  and  idem.  Q.E.D. 

— P.  J. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"Do  you  know  what  good  clean 
fun  is?" 

"No,  what  good  is  it?" 

— "Pelican." 


He:  "Why  is  it  that  the  most  im- 
portant men  on  the  campus  always 
get  the  prettiest  girls?" 

She:  "Why  you  conceited  thing!" 

— "Pelican." 

A backwoods  farmer  was  met  in 
the  field  one  day  by  a modern  agri- 
culturist. When  asked  what  he  was 
doing,  the  farmer  said  he  was  driving 
his  hogs  down  to  the  woods  where 
they  could  eat  acorns  and  fatten  up 
for  the  fall  market. 

"Why,  that's  not  the  way  to  do," 
said  the  agriculturist.  "The  modern 
way  is  to  build  a pen  in  the  yard  and 
carry  the  acorns  to  them.  It'll  save 
lots  of  time." 

The  old  man  looked  at  the  visitor 
for  a moment,  and  then  in  utter  dis- 
gust said:  "Hell,  what's  time  to  a 
hog?" 

— "Pelican." 


"Despite  your  rheumatism,  you 
say  that  you  made  the  rounds  last 
night?" 

"Yah,  I was  stiff  in  every  joint." 

— "Sour  Owl." 


He:  "Do  you  believe  in  free  love?" 
She:  "Hove  I ever  given  you  a 
bill?" 

— "Schtlot." 


Sign  in  a bookstore  in  Scotland: 
"Buy  your  Christmas  books  now  so 
you  can  finish  them  before  mailing." 

— "Scripts  'n  Pranks." 


Some  girls  are  like  cigarettes:  They 
come  in  packs;  get  lit;  hang  onto 
your  lips;  moke  you  puff;  go  out  un- 
expectedly; leave  a bad  taste  in  your 
mouth,  and  still  they  satisfy. 

— "Soul  Owl." 


Child:  "God  gives  us  our  daily 
bread,  doesn't  He,  mamma?" 

Mother:  "Yes,  dear." 

Child:  "And  Santa  Claus  brings 
the  presents?" 

Mother:  "Yes,  dear." 

Child:  "Then,  tell  me,  mamma, 

just  what  is  the  use  of  having  papa 
hanging  around?" 

— "Kitty  Kat." 


Prof:  "Will  you,  please,  explain 

the  difference  to  me  between  shillings 
and  pence?" 

Frosh:  "You  can  walk  down  the 
street  without  shillings." 

— "Sour  Mash." 


He:  "I'm  thinking  of  asking  some 
girl  to  marry  me.  What  do  you  think 
of  the  idea?" 

She:  "It's  a great  idea,  if  you  ask 
me." 

— "Sour  Mash." 


"I  told  him  he  musn't  see  me  any 
more." 

"What  did  he  do?" 

"He  turned  out  the  lights." 

— "Sour  Mash." 


A gentleman  was  much  surprised 
when  the  good-looking  young  lady 
greeted  him  by  saying,  "Good  eve- 
ning." He  could  not  remember  ever 
having  met  her  before. 

She  evidently  realized  her  mistake 
for  she  apologized  and  explained: 
"Oh,  I'm  so  sorry.  When  I first  sow 
you  I thought  you  were  the  father  of 
two  of  my  children." 

She  walked  on  while  the  man 
stared  after  her.  She  did  not  realize, 
of  course,  that  he  was  unaware  that 
she  was  a school  teacher. 

— "Sour  Mash." 


Frosh:  "Gutny  mailfa  me?" 
Postmaster:  "Whatsha  name?" 
Frosh:  "Itzon  thenvelope." 

— "Sour  Mash." 


Lecturer:  "I  speak  the  language  of 
the  wild  animals." 

Voice  in  the  back  of  the  room: 
"Next  time  you  see  a skunk  ask  him 
what's  the  big  idea." 

-"Sour  Mash." 

A smart  man. 

With  some  precision. 

Of  a woman 
Gave  this  definition: 

"A  rag,  a bone  and  a hank  of  hair." 
But  a smart  woman. 

Not  to  be  outdone. 

Defined  man 

In  the  following  pun: 

"A  nag,  a drone  and  a tank  of  air." 

— "Pelican." 

If  you  should  find  your  only  love 
Has  other  loves  by  stealth. 

Don't  kick,  you  might  be  better  off 
With  more  than  one  yourself. 

— "Pelican." 


You  sing  a little  song  or  two; 

And  you  hove  a little  chat; 

You  make  a little  candy  fudge. 
And  then  you  take  your  hat. 

You  hold  her  hand  and  say  good- 
night. 

As  sweetly  as  you  con; 

Ain't  that  a hell  of  on  evening 
For  a great,  big,  healthy  man? 

--"Pelican." 

WEEK  OF  'TOE  COLLEGE" 

Monday  morn. 

Feel  all  warm. 

Tuesday  noon. 

Sit  and  moon. 

Wednesday  dawn. 

Cramming!  Yawn. 

Thursday  eve. 

Flunks  receive. 

Friday  night. 

Good  and  tight. 

Saturday, 

House  hop — play. 

Sunday  late. 

Recuperate. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Our  old  friend,  Dora,  is  still  so 
dense  she  thinks  the  college  boards 
are  those  hard  benches  in  the  lec- 
ture halls. 

A young  girl  who  had  done  so  well 
in  school  was  promoted  to  third 
grade.  On  meeting  her  old  teacher, 
whom  she  liked  a lot,  she  said: 
■'Gee,  I wish  you  were  smart 
enough  to  teach  me  next  year." 

— "Claw." 


"It's  easy  to  write  a play.  First  act, 
boy  meets  girl;  second  act,  they  hold 
hands;  third  act,  they  kiss." 

"That's  how  I got  arrested." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"1  wrote  a five-act  play." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 

"Did  you  kiss  that  beautiful  dame 
last  night?" 

"No,  after  taking  her  to  a show  and 
to  eat,  1 felt  I had  done  enough  for 
her." 

"Log." 

"You  left  somethin'  behind." 

"What?" 

"Your  foot-prints." 

"Don't  want  'em.  They’re  dirty." 

— "Yellow  Jacket. " 

Whatever  trouble  Adam  had, 

No  man  in  days  of  yore 

Could  say  when  Adam  told  a joke, 
"I've  heard  that  one  before.” 

— "Log." 


If  I have  as  much  intelligence 
As  you  say  I possess. 

If  I always  look  to  you 
The  snappiest  in  dress. 

If  I am  half  as  beautiful 
As  you  say  I always  am. 

Then  why  do  I date  you. 

You  funny  little  man? 

— "Cornell  Widow." 


SOLUTION 

This  is  the  story  of  Bertram,  Poor 
Bertram,  who  was  afraid  of  final  ex- 
aminations. They  didn't  just  bother 
or  worry  Bertram;  they  scared  him 
silly.  Ten  minute  quizzes  were  a 
breeze;  hour  exams  were  fun;  but 
finals!  Each  semester  Bert  resolved 
that  this  time  it  would  be  different. 
But  it  never  was.  As  the  end  of  the 
term  grew  near,  the  old  hunted  look 
came  into  his  eyes;  he  stared  wildly, 
jumped  at  the  slightest  sound,  spilled 
his  coffee,  and  muttered  to  himself. 
There  was  just  something  about  the 
prospect  of  being  examined  on  an 
entire  textbook  that  terrified  Bertram. 
He  would  try  to  study,  but  the  pages 
just  leered  back  at  him,  and  every 
line  seemed  to  say,  "You'll  never 
learn  all  this  stuff — you're  bound  to 
flunk.  You'll  never  learn  all  this  st- 

Of  course  Bertram  tried  all  the  or- 
thodox methods  of  getting  through 
his  finals,  but  none  of  them  seemed 
to  do  any  good.  For  a while  he  tried 
tattooing  all  the  answers  on  his 
ankle,  but  he  soon  ran  out  of  space. 
He  learned  to  write  five  thousand 
words  on  the  head  of  a pin,  and  then 
got  seated  where  the  light  was  bad. 
One  year  he  took  a crystal  ball  to 
one  of  his  finals,  but  he  couldn't  get 
anything  but  predictions  on  the  next 
world  series.  He  even  went  so  far  as 
to  be  editor  of  The  Diamondback,  so 
he  would  get  so  dissipated  he 
wouldn't  care,  but  even  that  didn't 
work.  He  still  went  to  finals  and  they 
still  scared  him  to  death. 

And  then  when  Bertram  was  al- 
most to  the  end  of  his  rope,  when  he 
had  about  decided  that  he  must  bow 
to  the  fates,  go  back  to  Hagerstown 
and  be  a soda  jerk  for  the  rest  of  his 
life,  he  hit  upon  the  solution  that 
saved.  It  was  a girl.  It  was  a girl 
named  Patience,  and  he  married  her. 

They  hadn't  been  married  many 
months,  Bertram  and  Patience,  until 
one  day  she  came  to  him  and  whis- 
pered something  in  his  ear,  and  Ber- 
tram smiled  broadly.  After  that  she 


sot  around  knitting  tiny  garments. 
And  Bertram  knew  that  everything 
was  all  right  at  last.  He  knew  that 
he  would  never  have  to  worry  about 
his  final  exams  again,  for  a little  pa- 
tience will  solve  anything. 

Frosh:  "I  was  arguing  with  my 

room-mate  that  Simone  Simon  is  the 
most  beautiful  girl  in  the  movies." 

Soph:  "Did  you  win?" 

Frosh:  "No,  he  wanted  the  argu- 
ment brought  home  to  him." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"Waiter-  -hie — bring  me  a dish  of 
prunes." 

"Stewed,  sir?" 

"Thash  none  o'  your  bishness." 

— "Tiger." 


"Jones  feels  badly  about  having 
twins.  He  only  wanted  one  child." 

"Well,  what  do  you  expect?  He 
married  a telephone  operator.  They 
always  give  the  wrong  number." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 

COLD  BUSINESS 

We  heard  of  a fellow  who  smiled 
broadly  every  time  a person  put  a 
nose  in  his  business.  Y'see,  the  fel- 
low was  a handkerchief  manufac- 
turer. 


"Now,  Jimmy,  we're  going  to  take 
up  words — I want  you  to  use  the 
word  'miscellaneous'  correctly  in  a 
sentence." 

"Franklin  D.  Roosevelt  is  the  head 
man  in  this  country  and  miscellane- 
ous the  head  man  in  Italy." 

--"Clow." 

"Pray  let  me  kiss  you  hand,"  said 
he. 

With  looks  of  burning  love. 

"I  can  remove  my  veil,"  said  she, 
"Much  easier  than  my  glove." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 
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IT  HAPPENED  LIKE  THIS  . . . 


YOU  see,  I've  knov/n  Phyllis  for  a 
long  time,  six  or  seven  years  I 
guess.  We  lived  in  the  same  town 
before  we  came  to  college.  We  went 
to  different  grade  schools,  though;  so 
I didn't  get  to  know  her  until  we  got 
to  high  school.  There  was  only  one 
high  school  in  our  town,  and  it  was 
pretty  much  run  by  one  crowd — they 
used  to  call  us  the  country  club  crowd. 
It  was  like  that  where  you  went,  too? 
Well,  then  you  know  what  I mean. 
Phyllis  didn't  belong  to  the  country 
club;  but  she  was  a cute  kid  and  every 
one  liked  her,  so  we  sort  of  took  her 
into  our  gang. 

We  never  exactly  had  dates  in  high 
school.  Just  got  together  for  parties 
on  Saturday  evenings.  The  same 
bunch  was  always  there,  and  usually 
we'd  turn  on  the  radio  wherever  we 
happened  to  be,  and  dance.  Or  may- 
be we'd  go  for  a ride,  if  enough  of  the 
boys  happened  to  have  the  family  cars 
for  the  evening.  Then  about  once  a 
month  I guess  it  was,  we'd  have  a big 
dance  at  the  country  club  with  an 
orchestra. 

Now  like  I told  you,  we  never  had 
dates  at  those  parties — just  sort  of  all 
got  together.  But  you  know  how  it  is 
with  kids  in  high  school.  After  we'd 
get  to  somebody's  house,  or  up  to  the 
club,  or  wherever  it  was,  we'd  pair  off 
and  stay  that  way  for  the  rest  of  the 
evening.  Well,  I guess  I sort  of  got 
into  the  habit  of  being  with  Phyllis, 
you  know,  dancing  with  her,  or  sitting 
with  her  at  the  picture  show.  Some- 
times, if  I were  going  to  have  the  car. 
I'd  call  her  up  and  we'd  go  someplace 
together.  And  then  lots  of  times  I'd 
just  wouldn't  say  anything  to  her 
about  it,  and  I'd  drop  in  down  at  her 
house,  and  we'd  maybe  play  cards, 
or  listen  to  the  radio,  or  just  read  to 
each  other. 

Well,  of  course  after  a while  the 
gang  sort  of  regarded  Phyl  as  my 
girl,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  fellows 
were  strictly  hands  off.  The  crowd 


by  Philip  Tiger 

■ vas  like  that — you  know,  we  stuck 
together,  and  when  a girl  was  con- 
tent to  be  with  one  fellow,  we  just  let 
it  go  at  that  until  she  changed  her 
mind. 

Somehow  with  Phyl  and  me  it  lasted 
longer  than  with  any  of  the  others. 
I guess  it  was  because  we  sort  of  had 
an  understanding.  We  told  each 
other  that  we  were  just  good  pals, 
that  was  all.  There  wasn't  going  to 
be  any  of  this  silly  kid  love  stuff  for  us. 
Oh,  once  in  a while  she'd  tell  me  I 
could  kiss  her  good  night  if  I wanted 
to,  but  there  never  was  anything  more 
to  it  than  that.  I remember  once  I 
tried  to  get  fresh  with  her,  and  she 
just  looked  at  me,  not  trying  to  pull 
away,  not  moving  a muscle,  and  said, 
"You're  too  swell  a fellow  to  be  trying 
that.  Bob.''  Then  she  kept  looking  at 
me,  as  if  she  could  see  the  thoughts 
moving  around  inside  of  my  head.  I 
felt  like  a heel  for  a week.  But  neither 
one  of  us  ever  mentioned  it  again. 

Finally  it  came  time  for  me  to  come 
here  to  go  to  college.  It  really  wasn't 
until  then  that  I realized  how  fond  I 
was  of  Phyl — even  then  we  wouldn't 
admit  we  were  in  love.  She  had 
another  year  of  high  school  to  finish 
before  she  could  come  to  college, 
and  she  wasn't  even  sure  that  she'd 
be  able  to  make  it  then.  I was  all  for 
staying  out  a year  so  that  we  could 
come  together;  but  Phyl  talked  me  out 
of  it.  She  gave  me  all  the  old  argu- 
ments about  how  after  all  it  was  only 
for  one  year,  and  we  could  write 
and  besides  I'd  be  home  Christmas, 
wouldn't  I? 

So  I came  to  school.  At  first  I did 
write,  but  then  came  fraternity  rush- 
ing, and  getting  on  the  school  paper, 
and  somehow  I just  didn't  seem  to 
have  time  to  write  guite  so  often.  Her 
letters  kept  coming  every  few  days. 
They  never  mentioned  the  fact  that  I 
wasn't  writing,  but  every  time  I got 
one  I'd  get  a funny  guilty  feeling,  and 
I promised  myself  that  I'd  start  writing 


oftener.  Of  course  I never  did. 
Finally  her  letters  stopped  coming. 
I'd  been  hearing  from  her  every  week 
or  so,  and  then  one  day  I realized  I 
hadn't  had  a letter  in  over  three 
weeks.  By  that  time  it  had  been  so 
long  since  I'd  written,  that  I didn't 
know  how  to  start  again.  So  I didn't. 

Well,  pal,  when  I got  home  that 
Christmas,  Phyl  had  gone  off  with  her 
family  to  spend  Christmas  with  some 
relatives,  and  during  summer  vaca- 
tion, I got  a job  out  west  in  a national 
park.  The  old  man  had  some  idea 
about  earning  my  own  way,  and  doing 
hard  labor,  so  I didn't  get  home  at  all 
— just  stopped  by  for  a few  hours  on 
my  way  out  west.  So  I didn't  see 
Phyl  at  all  for  a whole  year. 

Well,  this  fall  I was  helping  with 
registration — had  the  baggage  check 
table.  I was  just  doing  it  to  sort  of 
look  over  the  freshmen  that  were 
coming  in.  We  were  having  a lot  of 
fun,  wise-cracking  and  kiddin'  the 
frosh,  when  along  about  the  middle  of 
the  afternoon  of  the  second  day  it 
happened.  I was  talking  to  Elaine 
Bradley  beside  me  and  I didn't  see 
this  girl  standing  at  the  table.  All  of 
a sudden,  "Is  this  where  I make 
arrangements  to  have  my  baggage 
taken  up  to  the  dorms?"  she  asked. 
I looked  up  guick,  ready  with  some 
smart  crack,  and  I guess  my  jaw  must 
have  dropped  a mile.  You  see.  I'd 
completely  forgotten  she  was  coming 
to  school.  She  just  looked  at  me  for  a 
minute,  and  then  "Hello,  Bob,"  she 
said. 

I don't  know  how  long  I sat  there 
before  I could  say  anything.  I'd 
recognized  her  right  off,  but  after  I'd 
looked  at  her  for  a minute,  I began 
to  see  how  much  she'd  changed.  I 
don't  know  what  it  was  exactly,  but 
she'd  grown  from  a nice  looking  kid 
into  somebody  that  looked  like  . . . 
well,  you  know  what  I mean. 

Before  I knew  what  was  happening, 
(Continued  on  page  24) 


GOODNESS:'mEy|  YES,  MISS  CHUBBIMS, 
MANDLE  TME  r THE  BOXES  EVEN 
ORANGES  AS  HAVE  ROUNDED  CORNERS 
THOUGH  THEY  INSIDE  TO  PREVENT  THE 
WERE  MADE  FRUIT  SETTING  BRUISED 
OF  GLASS 


pr 


GOLLY 
WHAT'S 
TMAT 
QUEER- 
LOOKING 
CONTRAP 


ITS  A TRAVELING 

Burner  that  clears 

THE  BRUSH 
~l  OFF  the 
GROUND 


-^HIS  IS  ONE  OF 
THE  TWO  ORIGINAL 
ORANGE  TREES 
PLANTED  IN  1873/ 


HERE'S  HOW  AN  1 THATS  RIGHT,  JUDGE. 

SAND  I SEE  YOU'VE  HAD 


ORANGE  tree 
STARTS,  CHUBBINS. 
THEY  GRAFT  THE 
BEST  TREE  STOCK 
WITH  THE  BEST 
ROOTS  TO  IM- 
PROVE THE  FRUIT 


SOME  EXPERIENCE  WITH 
OTHER  IMPROVEMENTS 
ON  NATURE,  JUDGING 
BY  YOUR  TOBACCO 


WELL,  I GUESS  YOU  KNOW  AS  WELL 
AS  I DO  HOW  THE  PRINCE  ALBERT 
FOLKS  TAKE  CHOICE  TOBACCO 
AND  MAKE  IT  EVEN  MILDER,  r 
MELLOWER,  


AND  TASTIER 

SMOKING  WITH 

the  no-bite 

PROCESS  AMD 
CRIMP  CUT 


CopTrisrht.  1937.  R.  J.  Reynoldfi  Tobacco  Co. 

P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 

R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


YES,  PRINCE  ALBERT 
MEANS  REAL  PIPE- 
JOV.  IT  BACKS  RIGHT 
FOR  COOL  drawing 
AND  ITS  GOT  REAL 
BODY  WITHOUT  HARSH- 


Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 


JOY  SMOKE 


pipefuls  of  fraffrant  tobacco  ia 
every  2'OZ.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


HERDIT  M'SELF 


"Heyyou!  Jussaminut!" 

"Fgossakes  awfissa  wassy  ideara 
bcrwlingmmy  wennam  insuchahur- 
ry?" 

"I  seeya.  Iseeya  whenya  walked- 
acrossthestreet." 

"Sureyaseeme  crossthestreet.  Ya- 
seemecross  lotastreets.  Itsa  public- 
street  aintit?" 

"Sureitsa  publicstreet  fawthe  pee- 
pil.  Annats  juswy  youzguys  dowan- 
nabe  abusinit." 

"Whooz  abusinit  fgossakes?" 

"Youwar.  I seeyaot  thelaststreet." 

"Yah  anwottit  Ido?" 

"Yadiddin  crossat  thecorner  ya- 
jaywalked." 

"Yamean  tatemmy  yaridup  inya 
Fawd  justa  temmy  Ididdin  crossata 
corner." 


"Yeah  anwatsmore  yadiddin.  I got 
witnissess." 

"Oyeah?  Annisupposeya  don'tlike 
thewayl  walkeider?" 

"Wellyawanna  watcha  wayawalk. 
Dobe  steppinalloveroderpeepil." 

"Welllnewahoidasuchathing!  Ya- 
bedoin  betta  runnindown  acoupla 
moideras  instedda  drivinupamy  here- 
in yatincan  antellinmyhowto  cross- 
thestreet." 

"Imrunnin  downa  moidera  right- 
now.  Yamoiderinalaw!  Yowanna 
crossatthe  corners." 

"Whosezz  lyaint?" 

"Isez  youwaint.  Annigot  witness- 
es. Igotta  mine  to  hanyouwatikkit." 

"Welllbeen  walkin  fortwentytwo 
years  anninevva  hoidthelike.  Cops- 
onna  street  tellinya  howtawalk." 


"Lisenammy,  ycrwwanna  crossthe- 
streetatacomer.  Wasmore  yaknow- 
ya  gotta  crossatthecorner.  Annya 
deeliberately  failtodowit  onna  last 
street.  Yowalked  acrossinthe  middle- 
ofthe  street.  Nowldowanna  givya 
tikkit." 

"Gcrwan  angimme  one.  Yathinkl- 
canplaywityou  allday?  Looka  now- 
ya  nowya  mademymissalight." 

"Nevvamine  hannamy  annythat. 
Yaknow  whachadone?  Yowcmna  tik- 
kit?" 

"Soitly  Idawanna  tikkit." 

"Awright.  Yagowan  back  ancross- 
at  thecorner." 

"Awfissa  fgossakes ! " 

"Youhoidme.  Scrambacktada  cor- 
nerancross  likeyasupposeto.  Nowget- 
agoin." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Officer:  "What's  the  idea  of  driv- 
ing that  truck  so  fast — do  you  think 
this  highway  is  a race  track?  Haven't 
you  got  a governor  on  this  thing?" 

Negro  Driver:  "Nowsuh,  boss,  the 
Governor  is  back  at  the  Capitol;  that's 
the  fertilizer  you  smells." 

— "Yellow  Jacket." 

Why  newspapers  are  like  women: 

1.  They  are  thinner  than  they  used 
to  be. 

2.  There  is  a bold  face  type. 

3.  Back  numbers  are  not  in  de- 
mand. 

4.  They  have  a great  deal  of  influ- 
ence. 

5.  Every  man  should  hove  one  of 
his  own  and  not  chase  after  his 
neighbor's. 

- "Punch  Bowl." 

"Can  you  love  two  girls  at  once?" 

"Yes,  sir,  immediately." 

—"Punch  Bowl." 


It's  a well-known  fact  that  a pretty 
housemaid  works  up  stares. 

— "Tiger." 

He:  "Well,  my  father  has  another 
wife  to  support  now." 

She:  "Heavens,  he's  not  a biga- 
mist, is  he?" 

He:  "No,  1 just  got  married." 

--"Humbug." 

Ask  a girl  to  talk 

if  she's  talkative. 

Ask  a girl  to  walk 

if  she's  walkative. 

Ask  a girl  to  dance, 
it's  permissible. 

But  never  ask  to  kiss  her 
if  she's  kissable. 

— "Log." 


The  seven  ages  of  a woman — the 
infant,  the  little  girl,  the  miss,  the 
young  woman,  the  young  woman, 
the  young  woman. 


THIS 

This  is  not  very  interesting 
But  if 

You  hove  read  this  far  already 

You  will 

Probably 

Read  as  far  as  this: 

And  still 

Not  really  accomplishing 
Anything  at  all 
You  might 
Even  read  on 
As  far  as  this. 

Which  brings  you  to 
'The  line  you  are  reading  now 
And  after  all  that  you  are  still 
Probably  dumb  enough  to  keep  right 
on 

Making 
A dope 

Out  of  yourself 
By  reading 
As  far  down 
The  page 
As 
This. 

— "Princeton  Tiger." 


A college  student  is  like  a kerosene 
lamp — Not  very  bright  . . . Smokes 
. . . Often  goes  out  at  night  . . . and 
usually  gets  turned  down. 

--"Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


A man  lit  a match  in  a powder  fac- 
tory. The  explosion  was  terrific. 
That  was  the  last  place  on  earth  he 
thought  of  striking  a match! 

— -"Log." 


My  girl  drives  me  nuts  when  she 
tells  me  about  their  cow  back  home 
that  drank  some  purple  ink,  and 
mood  indigo. 

- "Octopus." 


Enthusiastic  Agent:  "Now  here  is 
a house  without  a flaw." 

Harvard  Graduate:  "What  do  you 
walk  on?" 


He  who  laughs — lasts. 

— "Log." 


"Imagine  my  embezzlement," 
chirped  the  cashier  as  he  absconded 
with  $50,000. 


Adolph  Hitler,  we  read,  says  there 
hove  been  times  when  starvation 
was  staring  him  in  the  face.  Couldn't 
have  been  very  pleasant  for  either 
of  them. 

College  Grad:  (To  prospective 

boss.)  "Of  course,  you  will  pay  me 
what  I'm  worth?" 

Boss:  "Yeh — I might  even  give  you 
a small  salary  to  start  with!" 


"1  always  eat  in  this  restaurant. 
You  know,  in  lots  of  restaurants  the 
waiters  grab  the  plates  away  from 
you  before  you  have  finished." 

"And  they  don't  do  that  here?" 

"Oh,  yes  they  do,  but  here  you 
don't  mind  it  so  much." 


SOUL-MATE 

If  I live  to  be  a hundred,  and  my  hair 
is  fallen  out; 

If  I'm  lonely  and  deserted,  with  the 
palsy  and  the  gout, 

I will  still  possess  the  mem'ry  of  that 
kiss  beside  the  wall 
When  I found  it  out  for  certain  that 
you  were  my  all  in  all. 

That  we  had  so  much  in  common, 
that  you  really  would  be  mine, 
That  our  wigs  were  made  to  order  by 
Du  Priest  and  Valentine. 

Ah,  my  heart  swelled  in  my  bosom 
with  that  kiss,  to  find  that  you. 
My  little  wildrose  beauty,  had  a set 
of  false  teeth  too. 

—"Kitty  Kat." 


When  the  beer  bill  passed,  it  was 
broadcast  over  a notional  hiccup. 

— "Log." 


C'mander:  "Eyes  right." 

From  out  of  the  darkness:  "You'se 
wrong." 


-"Awgwan." 


— "Log." 


— "Log." 
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Seventeen 


"McDuff,  I'm  ashamed  of  you.  You  know  this  is  no  place  to  bring  a woman." 


'You  seem  to  cough  much  easier  this  morning,"  the 
physician  remarked  to  his  patient. 

Weak  Patient:  "It  isn't  any  wonder,  I've  been 

practicing  all  night." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"I'm  sorry  you  think  I'm  conceited.'' 

"Well,  I wouldn't  exactly  say  you're  conceited,  but  I 
do  think  you're  suffering  from  'I'  strain." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


Most  who  this  read,  it  in  look  for  dirt. 

Say  we  to  friends,  to  not  feelings  hurt. 

This  keep  we  clean,  unheard-of  most  feat. 

And  give  friend  censor  unexpected  most  treat. 

— Punch  Bowl." 


A.  "You'll  have  to  hand  it  to  Venus  De  Milo  when  it 
comes  to  eating." 

B:  "Why?" 

A-  "How  else  could  she  eat?" 

— "Pointer." 


Science  is  resourceful;  it  couldn't  open  the  pullman 
window  so  it  air-conditioned  the  train. 

— "Exchange." 


The  cat  drowsed  on  the  hearth  rug;  the  dog  was  asleep 
on  the  door-sill;  the  knitting  needles  were  in  their  place 
by  the  old  armchair;  the  great  big  clock  struck  nine. 
Grandma:  "Now,  where's  that  darn  gigolo?" 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


Eighteen 
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HORRID  THOUGHTS 

If  profs  could  lecture  twice  as  fast 
And  we  could  take  down  all  they 
said 

There' d be  twice  as  much  to  study — 
We'd  probably  never  get  to  bed. 

If  only  beards  were  back  in  fashion 
Then  I could  lie  in  bed  each  morn- 
ing 

And  stroke  my  whiskers  till  8:20 
And  still  be  there  in  time  tor  break- 
fast. 

— "Lampoon." 


Mother:  "Now  say  your  prayers, 

sonny,  and  go  to  sleep." 

Sonny  (a  new  football  tan) : ' 'God 

bless  ma,  God  bless  pa,  God  bless  me, 
rah,  rah,  rah." 

— "Exchange." 


"She's  the  blind  date  he  made." 


Always  Welcome 

FEDERAL  DINERS 

Tasty  Food  at  Popular  Prices 
(Dinner  Dancing) 

HYATTSVILLE  BERWYN 


HUTZLER’S  GIVES 
“IN-TOWN  SERVICE” 

TO  OUT-OF-TOWN  CUSTOMERS 

Write  or  telephone — tell  us  what  you  want  and 
approximately  what  you  want  to  pay  for  it, — 
and  we’ll  do  the  rest — and  do  it  as  efficiently 
as  you  would,  yourself! 

Howard,  Saratoga  and  Clay  Sts.,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Telephone  Calvert  4321 

HUT2LER  BIWHEIS  6 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
and  specials 


Get  acquainted  with  the  “modern”  Mode 

RICHARD  PRINCE 

Dinner  & Tail  Suits 

in  the  “Modern  Manner” 

35-00  „ 4II-00 

The  Mode 

F A T 1 1 r /l  W A S H I N G T O N , D . C . 
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Nineteen 


UNDERWOO 

CHAMPION... 

Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  ...  100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Building  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

(portables 


For  the  lA(ew  Vpszvept 

COIFFURE 


See  Paul  at 

MADELINE’S 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 


SINCE  1905 


Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Ftiscrimiuating  QUentele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  Line  Hlates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 


★ 

12  14  19th  street,  N . W . 

Washington , D.  C. 
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Twenty 
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Bonwit  Lennon  Shop  and  Shopping  Service  Burean 

on  Washington  Boulevard  in  the  College  Beauty  Salon  Building 


ON  OR  ABOUT  FEBRUARY  FIRST 

• Lingerie  • Hosiery  • 
Lounging  and  Sleeping  Pajamas 
Negligees  • Sweaters  and  Skirts 


BOnWIT 

LEnnon 

220  n.  CHARLES  ST 

Baltimore,  M d . 


ORDERS  TAKEN  FOR 
EVENING  GOWNS  AND  WRAPS 


Nancy  Turner  — WFBR  — Com- 
mentator for  the 
Fashion  Show  in  University  of 
Maryland  Auditorium,  February  2 at 
4:30  P.  M. 
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She:  "When  we  get  married  I'm 
going  to  cook,  sew,  darn  your  socks 
and  lay  out  your  pipe  and  slippers. 
What  more  can  any  man  ask  than 
that?" 

He:  "Nothing,  unless  he  is  evil- 

minded." 

-"Maroon  Bee." 


Prof:  "Before  we  begin  the  examin- 
ation are  there  any  questions?" 

Frosh:  "What's  the  name  of  this 
course?" 

— "Tiger." 


Wise  Guy  (boarding  a street  car): 
"Well,  Noah,  is  the  Ark  full?" 

Conductor:  "Nope,  we  need  one 

more  jackass;  come  on  in." 

— "Maroon  Bee." 


He:  "Darling,  you  are  the  most 

beautiful  girl  in  the  world.  I love  you, 
must  have  you,  I can't  live  without 
you.  Will  you  marry  me?" 

She:  "Who,  me?" 

— "Pelican." 


"I  told  you  not  to  hang  around  the  table  for  bones!" 


Alone  I sit  by  my  fire 
Just  me  and  a glass  and  a bottle 
Alone  I sit  by  my  fire 
Watching  the  shadows  mottle 
The  walls  of  my  room  and  me 
And  the  siphon  and  glass 
And  the  bottle. 

Patiently  wait  in  the  corner 
My  own  little  trundle  bed 
Viciously  rocking  and  reeling 
Till  I come  there  to  pillow  my  head 
Which  is  aching  and  empty  alas. 
For  so  is  the  siphon  and  bottle. 
And  so  is  the  glass. 

"Pelican." 

Professor  of  Economics:  "You  boys 
of  today  wont  to  make  too  much 
money.  Why,  do  you  know  what  I 
was  getting  when  I got  married?" 

Voice  From  Rear:  "No,  and  I'll  bet 
you  didn't  either." 

— "Tiger." 


"Hey,  Mister,  your  engine's  smok- 
ing." 

"Well,  it's  old  enough." 

— "Log." 


First:  "Why  do  you  call  your  wife 
Pegasus?" 

Second:  "Well,  Pegasus  was  an 
immortal  horse,  and  my  wife  is  on 
eternal  nag." 

— "The  Observer." 


Joe:  "Judge,  I want  to  change  my 
name." 

Judge:  "Why,  what  is  your  name?" 
Joe:  "Joe  Stinks." 

Judge:  "I  don't  blame  you.  What 
do  you  want  to  change  it  to?" 

Joe:  "Charlie." 

— "V.M.I.  Voodoo." 


"Hello,  is  this  the  Van  Cleves'  res- 
idence?" 

"Yes  sir.  Weatherby  speaking." 

"Well,  can  you  tell  me  if  the  Van 
Cleves  are  throwing  a party?" 

"No,  I do  not  believe  the  Van 
Cleves  are  entertaining  tonight." 

"Well,  what  is  going  on  over  there 
tonight?" 

"Nothing,  sir.  Only  Miss  Nancy  is 
entertaining  a gentleman  friend." 

"Then  tell  Miss  Nancy  to  pull  down 
her  shades.  I've  had  enough  enter- 
tainment." 

-"Punch  Bowl." 


"Mamma,  look  at  that  funny  man 
across  the  street." 

"What  is  he  doing?" 

"Sitting  on  the  sidewalk  talking  to 
a banana  peel." 

— "Jr.  Aggie." 
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"Give  me  a chicken  salad,"  said  a 
man  in  a suburban  restaurant. 

"Do  you  want  the  40-cent  one  or 
the  50-cent  one?"  asked  the  waitress. 

"What's  the  difference?" 

"The  40-cent  ones  are  made  of  veal 
and  pork  and  the  50-cent  ones  are 
made  of  tuna." 

"Puppet." 

Sam'l:  "Where  ya  goin',  Zeke?" 

Zeke:  "Town." 

Sam'l;  "What's  the  matter  with 
that  wheel-barrow?" 

Zeke:  "Broke." 

Sam'l:  "Who  broke  it?" 

Zeke:  "Hired  man." 

Sam'l:  "Same  hired  man  who  got 
your  daughter  in  trouble  last  fall?" 

Zeke:  "Yup.  Clumsy,  ain't  he?" 

— -"Puppet." 

Little  Girl:  "Were  you  ever  in  a 
predicament.  Auntie?" 

Maiden  Aunt:  "No,  dear,  but  heav- 
en knows  I've  tried." 

"Puppet." 


Carl  (over  phone):  "Is  Emily  in?" 

Maid:  "She's  taking  a bath." 

Carl:  "Sorry,  I have  the  wrong 

number." 

- "Punch  Bowl" 

Prof:  "All  right,  Jones,  give  your 
impromptu  speech." 

Jones:  "I'm  not  prepared,  sir." 

-"Syracusan." 

"That  girl  you  are  going  with  is  a 
little  gold-digger." 

"Then  all  I can  say  is  she  sure  is 
a helluva  geologist." 

- "Pelican." 

He:  "Do  you  know  the  difference 
between  being  good  and  being 
bad?" 

She:  "What's  the  difference?" 

He:  "That's  what  I say." 

— "Octopus." 


THE  FOOTBALL  PLAYER  GOES  TO 
A DANCE 

"Well,  honey,  here  we  are  . . . > 
Certainly  a swell  ball  they're  sling- 
ing . . . That's  a swell  number  they're 
playing.  — What  d'ya  say  — a little 
broken  field  running?  . . . Swell  . . . 
Oops!  Misjudged  that  opening!  . . . 
Anyway,  I'm  only  a lineman.  You 
oughta  see  our  halfback  step  . . . 
Oops!  the  wrong  shift  . . . Hey,  that 
guy  just  tapped  my  shoulder!  What 
is  it — a touchback?  . . . Oh,  he  wants 
to  cut  in  . . . Sorry,  buddy,  you  can't 
intercept  this  dance  . . . Huh,  probab- 
ly a stag  from  the  line,  wanting  to 
make  a pass  at  you  ...  Try  a new 
dance  step?  O.K.  . . . That  ain't  new 
to  me.  We  call  it  limp-leg  in  football. 
Helps  us  get  away  from  tacklers  . . . 
Guess  I do  it  pretty  well,  huh? 

"Say,  you  know  it's  pretty  warm  in 
here  ...  Too  many  teams  . . . Let's 
go  offsides  some  place  . . . Here's 
a nice  position  . . . Let's  take  time 
out  and  sit  down  over  here  . . . Look 
at  that  full  moon  up  there,  it  reminds 
me  of  a golden  football  . . . Chilly? 
What  say  we  warm  up  and  do  a little 
tackling  . . . Ahh,  this  is  swell,  honey 
. . . This  is  one  place  where  there's 
no  penalty  for  holding." 

-"Punch  Bowl." 

'They  call  him  a card,  because  he 
looks  like  the  deuce. 

--"Cornell  Widow." 

Mary  had  a little  watch 

She  swallowed  it 

It's  gone 

Now  everytime  that  Mary  walks. 

Time  marches  on. 

— "The  Student." 

The  trouble  with  the  janitor  at  our 
apartment  house  is  that  he  doesn't 
put  any  fire  into  his  work. 


Customer:  "Why  did  you  quit  your 
job?" 

She:  "The  boss  was  so  bowlegged 
I fell  through  his  lap." 

— "Widow." 

"I  couldn't  serve  as  a juror,  judge. 
One  look  at  that  fellow  convinces  me 
he's  guilty." 

"Shh!  That's  the  district  attorney!" 

— "Widow." 

A woman  died  and  appeared  at 
the  gates  of  paradise.  St.  Peter  an- 
swered her  knock  and  asked,  "What 
can  I do  for  you,  madam?" 

The  woman  replied  that  she  was 
looking  for  her  husband. 

"Well,  what  was  your  husband's 
name?"  he  asked. 

"Jones." 

"Oh,  but  we  have  fourteen  million 
Joneses  here.  What  was  his  first 
name?" 

"Charlie." 

"But  we  hove  seven  million  Charlie 
Joneses  here.  What  does  he  look 
like?" 

"Oh,  little,  and  thin,  and  bald." 

"One  million  Charlie  Joneses  an- 
swer that  description.  (San  you  tell 
me  anything  more  about  him?" 

The  woman  thought  awhile  and 
then  said,  "Well,  when  he  died,  he 
told  me  that  if  ever  I was  unfaithful 
to  him,  he  would  turn  over  in  his 
grave." 

"Oh,"  St.  Peter  exclaimed,  "I  know 
whom  you  mean.  Up  here  we  call 
him  'Whirling  (Sharlie'." 

— "Owl." 

HAREM  SCAREM 

A Sultan  at  odds  with  his  Harem 

Thought  of  a way  he  could  scare 
'em; 

He  caught  him  a mouse 
Which  he  freed  in  the  house. 

Thus  starting  the  first  Harem 
Scarem  . 

— "Urchin." 
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Twenty- three 


Bird  in  Tree:  "Here  comes  that 

farmer  who  chased  us  out  of  his 
garden  yesterday.  Wonder  if  he'll 
recognize  us?" 

Second  Ditto:  "I  don't  know.  I'll 

see  if  I can  catch  his  eye." — 

— "Purple  Cow." 


"Did  you  get  drunk  while  you  were 
in  France?" 

"Drunk?  Why  I was  so  drunk  they 
called  me  Plaster-of-Paris." 

— "Penn  State  Froth." 


It  happened  in  Seattle's  largest  de- 
partment store  during  a rush.  The 
elevator  was  jammed,  and  the  cables 
groaned. 

The  elevator  rose  slowly,  and  as  it 
neared  the  third  floor,  a piercing 
scream  caused  the  operator  to  stop 
the  car  midway.  All  eyes  were 
focused  on  a large  woman  in  a short 
seal  jacket  who  wore  an  injured  ex- 
pression. A small  boy,  not  yet  of 
school  age,  stood  directly  behind  her. 

"I  did  it,"  he  announced  trucu- 
lently. "It  was  in  my  face,  so  I bit  it." 

— "Columns." 


"Hear  no  evil,  see  no  evil,  and 
speak  no  evil,"  and  you'll  never  be 
drawn  into  a campus  bull  session. 

— "Penn  State  Froth." 


Woodward  <E/  Lo  throp 

\Oth,  II///,  F AND  G STRKKTS 


All  Men 


We  are  prepared  to  fill 
your  every  need  for  up- 
to-the-minute  formal  or 
semi-formal  wear — he 
it  full  dress  complete, 
or  a set  of  studs.  The 
Men’s  Shoe  Section  is 
conveniently  at  hand  so 
that  you  may  get  your 
evening  oxfords,  or 
pumps  at  the  same 
time. 

THE  MEN’S  STORE. 

Second  Floor 


LIST  YOUR  Property  ir/7v/ 

B.  K.  BRENDLE 


47 IS  HARFORD  ROAD,  at  SOUTHERN  A VE. 
BALTIMORE 

Real  K state 
House  and  lot  Sales 
Exchanges  - Farms 


Faint  Heart  Ne'er  Won  Fair 


Xor  held  one  thereafter  tor  that  matter;  so  keep 
romance  alive  with  /?ottr7v  from  gude. 

Member  Florists’  Telegraph  Delivery  Association 
Florists  to  Washington  Since  1889 

FOUR  STORES  FOR  YOCR  C0NVEMENC:E 

M.\in  Store  1212  F Sr.  NATion.\l  4276 
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COLLEGE  SPIRIT 

V 

OU'LL  find  that  warm  hand-clasp  and  close  campus 
congeniality  at  the  Willard.  When  you're  in  town  meet  the 
"varsity"  crowd  at  one  of  these  convenient  Willard  rooms . . 

I OFFEK  ^IIOP 

Popular  Priced  Food  Specialties 


WILLAHII  rOICXFIl  ROOM  IIOUXD  KOBIX 

Exclusive  conversation  room  for 
ladies  and  gentlemen 

WILLARD  HOTEL 

14  th  and  PENNSYLVANIA  AVENUE  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 

H.  P.  Somerville,  Managing  Director 


GRILL 

Cozy  Men's  Rally  Room 


IT  HAPPENED  LIKE  THIS  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

I'd  made  out  her  baggage  slip,  and 
she  was  gone.  But  you  can  bet  I 
didn't  waste  any  time  finding  her. 
That  night  I got  her  on  the  phone. 
"Hello,  Phyl,"  I said  as  soon  as  I 
heard  her  voice,  "thought  you  might 
like  to  take  in  a movie.  Will  7:30 
be  o.k.?" 

Cool  as  ice  she  came  back,  "Who 
is  this  speaking,  please?" 

"Why  it's  Bob — Bob  Peters,"  I 
answered,  flabbergasted. 

"Oh,  I'm  sorry.  Bob;  I already  have 
a date.  Some  other  time  perhaps?" 
And  she  hung  up.  What?  Sure 
there  was  another  time.  There  were 
lots  of  other  times.  But  they  weren't 
any  better  than  the  first  time.  Then 
she  started  going  with  that  big  lug 
Spencer.  Well,  he  may  be  an  all- 
American  guard  to  some  people,  but 
to  me  he's  just  a pain  in  the  neck.  It 
seemed  like  everywhere  I went  I saw 
them  together — Phyl  and  that  big  ape. 
And  I couldn't  get  a single  date  with 
her.  I couldn't  even  get  to  talk  to  her. 


Every  time  I saw  her,  either  she  was 
with  a crowd  or  she  was  with  Spencer. 

Then  came  the  Christmas  dance. 
Let's  see,  that  was  the  night  before 
last,  wasn't  it?  Well,  Phyl  had  a date 
with  Spencer  and  I was  stag.  I was 
feeling  pretty  sore  at  her  for  the  way 
she  had  been  standing  me  off,  and  I 
guess  I showed  it.  Anyhow,  I cut 
her  along  in  the  middle  of  the  evening 
and,  whatta  you  know,  she  was  nice 
as  a check  from  home.  Yeah,  women 
are  funny  that  way,  all  right.  But  I 
wasn't  thinking  of  that  right  then;  I 
was  just  riding  the  wave.  Feeling 
good  all  over,  and  sort  of  relieved, 
too.  I didn't  say  much,  just  looked 
down  at  her,  and  she  looked  back 
and  smiled. 

I'd  noticed  that  Spencer  had  been 
drinking,  so  pretty  soon  I said  to  her, 
"Listen,  honey,  is  that  monkey  gettin' 
in  your  hair?  If  he  is,  just  say  the 
word,  and  we'll  beat  it  out  of  here." 
Well,  do  you  know  she  froze  up  like  a 
ski  slide  on  that?  And  while  I was 
still  trying  to  figure  out  what  was  the 
matter,  somebody  cut  us. 


I stepped  outside  for  a smoke  to  try 
to  get  things  straight,  and  I didn't  get 
anywhere  except  I began  to  get  plenty 
sore  again.  When  I came  back  in  the 
dance,  there  they  were,  dancing 
right  by  me.  I could  tell  Spencer  was 
getting  worse,  and  Phyl  was  begin- 
ning to  look  worried  and  sort  of 
scared.  I caught  her  eye  as  they 
went  past,  and  I guess  that's  when  I 
lost  my  head.  I grabbed  him,  and 
whirled  him  around.  "Listen,  you 
skunk,"  I yelled,  "you've  been  play- 
ing around  with  my  girl  long  enough." 
Then  I took  aim  and  let  fly  with  my 
left  hand. 

Sure,  that's  all  there  is  to  it.  That's 
the  reason  I'm  spending  Christmas 
vacation  in  bed  with  this  busted  nose. 
What?  Why,  I told  you.  I lost  my 
head  and  led  with  my  left.  I've 
always  been  a sucker  for  . . . hey!  Is 
that  clock  right?  Then  scram  outa 
here,  pal.  My  girl  said  she'd  be  here 
at  four-thirty.  She's  gonna  bring  me 
a cake  she  made  herself.  Yeah,  so- 
long,  pal. 


Westyle  Fruhauf 

Clothes  Clothes 

• DOBBS  HATS  • 


THE  WEST  LABEL 

in  your  clothes  and 
haberdashery  means 
you  appreciate  real 
quality  and  authentic 
style. 


Sidney  West,  I nc. 

14th  and  G 
Washington,  D.  C. 

EUGENE  C.  GOTT,  President 


WASHINGTON’S 

Foremost  Specialty  Shop 
For  Women 


Clothes  designed  specially  for 
young  American  personalities 

Clothes  for  Her — ‘P'riday  Night’ 
Dancing  Classes — ‘Her  Junior 
Parties’ — Her  week-end  dances 
at  home  from  school  and  Her  Big 
School  Dances. 

Some  of  the  most  delightful 
styles  for  EVENING  AND  STREET 
DRESSES  BEGINNING  AT  $7.95 

Can  he  found  at 

Breslau’s 

617  12th  Street  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


This  game — this  football  that  they  play 
Is  jolly  well  a pip: 

’With  twenty-two 
Good  men  and  true 
And  cheering  with  a flip. 

How  sociable  that  after  plays 
They  stand  around  in  groups 
Exchanging  chat 
Of  this  and  that 
And  recipes  for  soups. 

If  anyone  should  chance  to  gain 
Yards  more  than  five  per  play, 

The  referee 
Goes  on  a spree 
For  ten  the  other  way. 

And  so  it  goes — I wish  that  I 
Could  sport  that  Crimson  rig, 

For  women  love 
Exponents  of 
The  oval  piece  of  pig. 

— "Lampoon." 


County  Constable:  "Hey,  Miss,  no 

swimming  allowed  in  this  lake.” 
Flapper:  "Why  didn't  you  tell  me 

before  I undressed?" 

Constable:  "There  be  no  law 

against  undressing.” 

— "Cal.  Pelican." 


A wise  girl  is  judged  by  the  com- 
pany she  keeps  from  making  love  to 
her. 

— "Tips." 


Plebe  Messenger:  "Sir,  there  is  a 

man  outside  with  a wooden  leg, 
named  Smith." 

B.  O.  O.  W.:  "What's  the  name 

of  his  other  leg?" 

— "Exchange." 
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CLAUDETTE  COLBERT 
Co«starring  in  Paramount’s 
“Bluebeard’s  tiighth  Wife" 


^ • Claudette  Colbert  tells  how  the 
^ throat-strain  of  emotional  acting  led  her  to  Luckies 


5 From  Laughs  to  Tears 
in  30  Seconds 


“Emoting  to  order”  is  a real  strain 
on  the  throat.  That’s  why  an  actress 
thinks  twice  before  choosing  a ciga- 
rette. Miss  Colbert  says:  “After  ex- 
perimenting, I’m  convinced  that  my 
throat  is  safest  with  Luckies.” 

Ask  a tobacco  expert  why  Luckies 
are  so  easy  on  the  throat.  He’ll 
undoubtedly  explain  that  the  choice 
tobacco  Lucky  Strike  buys,  makes 


for  a light  smoke.  And  he  may  add 
that  the  exclusive  “Toasting”  proc- 
ess takes  out  certain  irritants  found 
in  ail  tobacco. 

Here’s  the  experts’  actual  verdict. . . 
Sworn  records  show  that,  among  inde- 
pendent tobacco  experts  not  connect- 
ed with  any  cigarette  manufacturer, 
Luckies  have  twice  as  many  exclusive 
smokers  as  all  other  brands  combined. 


WITH  MEN  WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO  BEST-  IT’S  LUCKIES  2 T0 1 


To  the  dashing  young  men  in 
uniform,  and  to  the  maids  who 
wear  their  decorations  — and 
particularly  to  Cadet  Colonel 
Ben  McClesky,  Jose  Bragaw, 
Bob  Walton  and  Shirley  Shaw, 
we  dedicate  this,  the  Military 
Ball  Issue. 


Two 
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HE:  Boy!  Doesn’t  this  take  your  breath  away  I 

SHE:  Here’s  something  that’ll  really  take  your  breath 
away  .Try  a Pep-O-Mint  Life  Saver  I 


MORAL 


Everybody’s  breath  is  apt  to  offend, 
nowand  then.  Let  Pep-O-Mint  Life 
Savers  sweeten  yours  after  eating, 
drinking  or  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  - wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

MARY  ELIZABETH  ZIMMERMAN 

The  Wisecrack : 

Captain:  Squads  right! 

Private:  Sure  it  is,  but  we  didn’t  think  you 
knew  it. 


Leading  a Double  Life! 


No,  no!  We  don’t 
Mean  the  gal! 

We  wouldn’t  know 
About  her. 

We’re  talking  about 
Old  Gold  Cigarettes. 

You  see. 

Old  Golds  are 
Double-mellow 
Because  they’re  blended 
From  double-fine 
Prize  crop  tobaccos. 
Realfy  double-aged 
(3  years  or  more). 

And  they’re 
Double-delightful 
Because  they’re  al>»f«ys 
Double-fres^.<  . 

Kept  that  way 
By  a 

Double-wrapping 
Of  Cellophane. 

Two  jackets 
Instead  of  one 
Double-guard 
0.  G.’s  freshness. 

You’ll  find 
Fresh  Old  Golds 
Double-rich 
In  flavor. 
Double-pleasing 
To  your  taste. 

W e’ll  bet 
You'll  say  . . . 

Old  Gold’s 
A sweetheart 
Like  the  gal! 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  Gold's  Hollywood  Screenscoops.  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  night,  Columbia  Network,  Coast>to-Coast 

For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  . . . Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 


so 

MILD! 


P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.Rey  noldsTobacco  Company.  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


Prof:  "What's  the  younger  generation  coming  to?" 
Ditto:  "Why?" 

Prof:  "I  told  a coed  who  came  in  to  see  me  about 
her  grades  to  sit  down,  and  she  looked  around  for 
a chair. 

--Duke  'n'  Duchess 


A lad  looking  through  a telescope  muttered,  "Gowdl" 
"G'wan,  said  his  friend.  "It  ain't  that  powerful." 

— Sour  Owl 


"Are  they  very  strict  at  your  college?" 

"Strict?  You  remember  Brown?  Well,  he  died  in 
class,  and  they  propped  him  up  until  the  lecture  was 
over." 

— Exchange 


There's  the  wonderful  love  of  a beautiful  maid. 
And  the  love  of  a staunch,  true  man. 

And  the  love  of  a baby  that's  unafraid. 

All  have  existed  since  time  began. 

But  the  most  wonderful  love — the  love  of  loves. 
Even  greater  than  that  of  a mother 
Is  the  tenderest,  infinite,  passionate  love 
Of  one  dead  drunk  for  another. 


An  egotist  is  a girl  who  persists  in  talking  about 
herself  when  you  want  to  tell  her  how  wonderful  you 
are. 


Chief  Petty  Officer:  "The  enemy  are  as  thick  as 
peas.  What  shall  we  do?" 

Officer  of  the  deck:  "Shell  them,  you  idiot,  shell 
them." 

— Lyre 


HEYDAY 

Diner:  "I  wish  1 had  come  to  this  restaurant  last  year 
when  I was  in  town." 

Proprietor:  "It's  very  kind  of  you  to  say  that,  sir." 
Diner:  "Yes,  this  fish  would  hove  been  about  right 
then." 

— Guinea  Pig 


Two  WPA  workers  were  pushing  wheelbarrows  of 
dirt.  One  seemed  to  be  working  a bit  more  strenu- 
ously than  the  other  and  a spectator  was  prompted  to 
mention  to  the  slower  worker  that  his  partner  was 
dumping  four  barrowfuls  to  his  one. 

"I  know  it,"  answered  the  slow  one,  "I've  told  him 
about  it  three  times  already." 


•The  Log 


— Froth 


By  Christine  Kempton 


YOU  must  try  walking  around  the  campus  in  con- 
templative mood  sometime.  Start  up  by  Morrill 
Hall,  of  course.  Inside,  Dr.  Phillips  is  running  around 
among  his  corpses  and  skeletons,  giving  delicate  notes 
on  the  most  intricate  of  muscular  systems,  and  such. 
Students  will  learn  to  chant  the  names  of  all  fhe  bifs  of 
the  human  body,  by  June.  A wonderful  fhing,  the 
human  body! 

Outside  of  Morrill  Hall,  there's  that  cement  place 
where  the  water  tower  used  to  stand.  We  don't  even 
pretend  to  know  where  the  old  thing  went;  we've  only 
seen  those  big  truckloads  of  scrap  iron  going  from 
hifher  to  yon.  We  simply  give  ourselves  to  visualizing 
myriads  of  liffle  bullets,  shaped  in  spirit  like  minute 
water  towers — squirting  into  some  "enemy;"  altogether 
doing  a more  thorough  job  of  dissection  than  Dr. 
Phillips  ever  did. 


Wander  on  through  the  campus.  The  Old  Library 
classrooms — no  other  place  in  the  world  could  smell 
more  like  the  dusty  ghosts  of  thousands  of  classes.  The 
English  Deparfment  still  sits  transparently  in  those 
first  two  rooms.  It  always  will;  even  when  the  old 
building  is  torn  down,  the  ghostly  professors  will  hang 
suspended  in  empty  air,  and  if  a greaf  structure  of 
mortar  and  brick  is  erected,  the  English  department 
will  be  imbedded  in  the  foundation. 


Down  to  the  Ag  building.  There's  a new  cement 
covering  on  the  first  floor,  with  a black  Maryland  seal 
staring  you  up  in  the  face.  Floor's  so  white,  though, 
that  the  janitors  have  to  keep  a scrubbing  machine 
running  around  after  the  agricultural  footsteps. 

We  like  the  attic  of  the  Ag  building.  The  roof  is 
gabled,  and  slants  way  down  into  the  shadows.  Half- 
shutting  our  eyes,  we  see  quite  a picture,  with  the 


skylight  overhead,  and  music-master  Randall  seated 
dramatically  at  his  piano — looking,  with  his  long,  wavy 
hair,  for  all  fhe  world  like  a Beethoven  in  a garret. 


Well,  it's  March  7,  and  the  ides  will  soon  be  here. 
Then  comes  spring,  and  the  grand  unshackling  of 
America's  millions  of  scholars.  Some  will  keep  on 
with  summer  school;  some  will  find  odd  jobs,  and  the 
plutocrats  will  wander  off  wifh  a pyramid  of  suitcases. 
But  none  of  fhese  things  for  us.  We're  going  to  find  a 
rosebush,  and  a particular  rose — and  we're  going  to 
stand  for  days  just  sniffing  it  and  forgetting  that  Shakes- 
peare and  Wordsworth  and  Sappho  had  anything  to 
say  on  the  subject.  And  when  times  get  dull,  we'll 
sniff  four  of  fhem. 


Six 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"What's  the  charge  officer?" 
"Fragrancy,  sir.  He's  been  drink- 
ing perfume." 

— "Purple  Parrot" 


"My  brother  ate  some  chicken 
yesterday." 

"Croguette?" 

"No,  but  he's  damn  sick." 


Kiss  me,  darling,  kiss  me. 

Hold  me  very  tight; 

I want  to  get  in  practice 
For  my  date  tomorrow  night. 

— "Widow" 


Modern  ideas  certainly  are  spread- 
ing. A prominent  shiek  in  Arabia 
has  just  installed  air-conditioning  by 
converting  his  harem  into  fan  dancers. 


Mr.  Cohen:  "Ikey,  stop  putting 

your  fingers  to  your  nose." 

Ikey:  "Aw,  Fader,  can't  I have 

some  fun  on  my  own  hook?" 


At  a dinner  recently,  a man  sit- 
ting next  to  a lady  was,  to  say  the 
least,  inebriated.  He  leered  at  her 
and  commented:  "Shay,  you're  the 

homeliest  woman  I've  ever  seen!" 

With  a show  of  spirit  she  replied, 
"Well,  you're  the  drunkest  man  I've 
ever  seen!" 

"I  know,  madam,"  the  souse  an- 
swered, "but  I'll  get  over  that  in  the 
morning!" 


I had  a fup  named  Pido 
I got  him  when  he  pus  a little  wup 
I taught  him  to  stand  up  on  his  lont 
fregs 

And  hold  his  little  lind  hegs  up 
And  tag  his  little  wail. 


Fifty  co-eds  at  the  University  of 
California,  Los  Angeles,  take  a course 
in  carpentry  so  as  to  become  pro- 
ficient in  the  use  of  tools.  A nice 
girl  who  knows  how  to  chisel  is 
certain  to  make  her  way  in  this 
brave  world. 


Woman  Hides  $75,000  in  Bustle 

— Headline. 

That's  a lot  of  money  to  leave 
behind. 


— "Yellow  Jacket" 


funniest 

darn 

things 


For  the  Students  - - - - By  the  Censors 


happen 


SLUGGERS  SLING  STUFF  IN  TILLY-SHALLY 


Pictured  above  is  the  new 
million  dollar  Terrapin  swim- 
ming pool,  nearing  completion, 
and  scheduled  for  dedication  cer- 
emonies in  the  near  future.  The 
new  pond  features  a galvanized 
bottom,  steam  heated  water, 
and  adequate  emptying  and  re- 
filling facilities. 

Among  the  dignitaries  who 
have  been  invited  to  the  dedica- 
tion is  Mr.  Reginald  Vandevanter 
Shoreham.  When  asked  to  com- 
ment on  the  new  pool,  he  said, 
“Aw,  shucks!  Whassa  matter 
with  my  ol’  swimmin’  hole, 
that’s  what  I’d  like  to  know.’’ 

The  new  swim-center  was 
financed  through  the  sale  of 
bonds,  and  will  be  paid  for  by  the 
levying  of  a small  fee  of  two 
hundred  dollars  per  semester 
against  each  student. 

s6uTq.eam 

JO  sjoj  qo  uaeq  SAeq 

There  will  be  a meeting  to- 
morrow at  4:10  in  room  M-104  of 
The  Buddhist  Club.  President 
Ali  Ben  Ahbad  will  talk  on 
“Nirvana,’’  or  “Let’s  Turn  Out 
the  Lights.’’ 


A smashing,  crashing,  steam- 
roller rally  in  the  nether  end  of 
the  last  quarter,  gave  Keokuck’s 
Marsh  Rats  a last  minute  win 
over  Mentor  Schmaltz’s  Giraffes 
in  their  first  conference  tilt  at 
the  local  sports  arena  two  weeks 
ago  last  Tuesday. 

The  tallying  was^led^^by  Bog 
Rodent  Kelly,  gigantic  Gemtown 
generator,  whose  scoring  antics 
in  an  early  session  enabled  the 
Black  and  Bluemen  to  overcome 
a lead  piled  up  by  the  Spotted 
Long  Neckers,  and  put  the  scor- 
ing on  a level  deck  at  the  close  of 
the  third  verse. 

In  the  fourth  chapter,  the 
boys  from  the  apple  country  got 
into  high  gear  and  stayed  out  in 
front  until  the  four  o ’clock  chimes 
rang  out,  no-noing  the  Orange 
and  Redmen  45-44.  The  over- 
the-quota  tally  was  black-inked 
up  by  Hardwoodman  Kelly. 

They  played  basketball. 

The  Executive  Council  of  the 
Student  Government  Association 
will  meet  at  4:10  tomorrow  in 
M-104  of  The  Old  Library.  The 
subject  for  discussion  will  be 
whether. 

Mortar  Board  will  meet  to- 
morrow at  4:10  in  room  M-104  to 
discuss  the  size  of  the  mints  to 
be  served  at  the  next  tea. 

A ERROR 

In  a recent  issue  of  the  Dia- 
mondback  it  was  stated  that 
shrdlue  wrj  kplmwsqh  rgf.  It 
should  have  been  alghdt  yrdghpy 
jhetfy  gbxve.  The  Diamondback 
regrets  the  error. 


Recently  formed  on  the  cam- 
pus is  the  Alpha  chapter  of  Moo 
Chi  Moo,  national  social  sorority. 
The  outstanding  campus  coeds 
chosen  by  the  national  officers  of 
the  sorority  to  form  the  local 
chapter  are  pictured  above  as 
they  relaxed  in  the  luxurious 
outer  rooms  of  the  chapter  house. 

The  coed  in  the  foreground 
with  her,  uh,  back  to  the  camera 
is  Miss  Greta  Alderny,  national 
president  of  the  organization. 
Miss  Alderny  is  scheduled  to 
speak  tomorrow  at  4:10  in  the 
Old  Library  on  “The  Life  of 
Louis  Pasteur  and  His  Influence 
on  Our  Group.’’ 

SPEAKER  SPEAKS 

An  outstanding  speaker  will 
talk  on  the  campus  with  fourteen 
sons.  According  to  Ralph  I. 
Williams,  on  Thursday  at  4:10, 
His  subject  will  be  assistant  dean 
of  men,  the  ruling  will  be  en- 
forced with  “The  lives  of  Police- 
speaker,  himself,  an  utmost 
rigidity.  Presidents  of  sororities 
said,  including  once  a prominent 
cop,  is  known  as  Peter  Simmons, 
and  his  Muriel  James  will  give 
all  the  support  befitting  Greek 
groups,  and  reputation  is  of  the 
most  undeniably  unquestionable. 


Eight 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"I  really  oughta  buy  you  a corsage.  What  would  you 
like?" 

"How  about  Four  Roses?" 

— "Penn  State  Froth." 


"I  can't  understand  why  Bill  takes  that  fat  Marie  to  the 
beach  so  much." 

"So  he  can  sit  in  the  shade." 


"Aw!  He's  too  drunk  to  ride  in  the  back  seat.  Let 
him  drive.  ' 


"No,  no,  waiter,  I said  tea  and  crumpets." 


When  the  Army  comes  to  town. 

The  girls  give  us 
The  run  around 
For  uniforms 
And  big  parades 
And  Army  men 
Who  really  aren't 
Handsomer 
Than  some  of  us 
Except  that  they 
Wear  soldier  suits. 

There  are  better  things  to  do 
Than  strut  around  in  uniform 
Being  chased 
By  lovesick  girls. 

Although  right  now 
I can't  quite  think 
Of  anyone  I'd  rather  be 
Than  a cadet  who  ran  away 
With  my  girl  on  Army  day — 

Damn'  the  Army 
Anyway. 

— "Harvard  Lampoon." 


Diner;  "I  see  that  tips  are  forbidden  here." 
Waitress;  "Bless  your  heart,  sir,  so  was  the  apple 
in  the  Garden  of  Eden." 


1800  AT  BUNDLE  PARTY 

— "N.  Y.  Times" 


"My  girl  is  like  an  ad  in  the  newspapers." 
"What  kind  of  an  ad?" 

"A  'want'  ad." 


Plumber;  "I've  come  to  fix  the  old  tub  in  the  kitchen." 
Son;  "Ma,  here's  the  doctor  to  see  the  cook." 


Bedder  and  Bedder 


"Tiger" 


"And  another  thing — where  were  you  during  the 
Steeplechase  this  afternoon?" 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Nine 


WHEN  THE  ARMY  TAKES  US  OVER 


(In  a wierd  flight  of  fancy,  the  editors  got  to 
wondering  just  what  would  happen  if  the  Military 
Department  suddenly  bossed  us  all  . . .) 


PRIVATE  George  woke  to  the  blaring  notes  of 
reveille  sounding  through  the  dorms.  He  leapt  out 
of  bed,  pulled  on  his  brown  shoes,  brown  pants,  brown 
shirt,  brown  coat,  and  black  tie,  and  ran  downstairs. 
As  he  came  through  the  door,  a deep  voice  bellowed 
across  the  green,  "grrrwp  blmk!”  Private  George  fell 
in.  "Wghrt  mrkh!”  The  long  brown  column  threaded 
its  way  silently  to  the  dining  hall.  Once  inside,  each 
brown  private  stood  behind  a chair.  "Sit,”  came  the 
order,  "down!” 

A dish  of  cereal  sat  at  each  place,  but  no  one  ate. 
Suddenly  the  bull  roar  came  again.  "Put  cream  on.  . . 
Cereal!”  A thousand  dishes  of  cereal  received  a 
thousand  helpings  of  cream.  "Eat.  . .Cereal!”  They 
did. 

After  breakfast.  Private  George  set  out  with  his 
platoon  for  his  class  in  English  literature.  Of  course, 
everybody  else  set  out  with  his  platoon  for  his  class  in 
English  literature,  but  what  the  hell,  isn't  one  class  in 
Eng.  Lit.  enough? 

The  class  got  seated  in  the  usual  fashion,  facing 
A.  N.  English,  Major,  who  was  facing  them.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  he  was  outfacing  them,  but  then,  the  Major 
had  that  kind  of  a face.  Major  English  spoke.  "Good 
morning.  Gentlemen ...  Quiet!  This  morning  we  will 
talk  about  Shakespeare.  Mr.  George!” 

"Yes?” 

"Yes,  what?” 

"Yes,  I'm  Mr.  George.” 

"Yes,  sir,  Mr.  George.” 

"We  seem  to  agree  perfectly  this  morning,  don't 
we.  Major?” 

"Great  Guns!  I cannon  tell  you  once,  but  a thousand 
times — Say  'sir'  when  you  speak  to  an  officer!” 

"Oh.  Yes,  sir.” 

"When  was  Shakespeare  born,  Mr.  George?” 

"Well,  sir,  I think.  .” 

"Mr.  George!  The  army  doesn't  want  men  who  can 
think;  the  army  wants  men  who  can  act.” 

"Yes,  sir.  Shakespeare  was  born.  . .” 

"Throw  out  your  chest,  Mr.  George.” 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  Major?” 


"I  said  throw  out  your  chest.” 

"Must  I Major?” 

"Mr.  George!  Throw  out  your  chest.” 

"Well,  Major,  it  seems  a trifle  indiscreet  to  me,  but 
if  you  say  so.  . . ” 

So  Private  George  threw  out  his  chest.  He  looked 
a little  strange  without  it,  but  the  army  wants  men  who 

can  obey. 

The  day  wore  on.  The  Colonel  would  have  preferred 
to  have  it  march  on,  but  there  is  a limit  even  to  what 
the  army  can  do. 

That  night  there  was  a dance  and  Private  George 
had  a date  with  little  Hanna  Grenade.  Private  George 
was  very  fond  of  Hanna;  she  was  the  explosive  type. 
They  had  a girl  band,  Betty  Rifle  and  her  Bayonettes. 

Ah,  but  it  was  beautiful  that  night.  The  moon  stood 
at  attention  in  the  western  sky,  the  stars  lined  up  in 
column  of  two's,  and  the  breeze  was  soft  as  guncotton. 
The  band  was  playing  a quick  step  as  Private  George 
and  Hanna  came  on  to  the  floor.  Company  H was  in 
the  corner  doing  a Big  Pineapple.  Yes,  it  was  a wonder- 
ful night,  and  Private  George  was  in  love. 

But  all  was  not  rosy,  for  there  was  another  there 
who  was  in  love  with  the  beautiful  Hanna — the  jealous 
Frenchman,  Sergeant  Mustar  de  Gas.  And  he  was 
determined  to  get  his  revenge  on  Private  George. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  the  dance.  Private  George 
had  warmed  up  and  was  executing  some  fancy  steps — 
squads  right,  about  face,  left  front  into  line — oh.  Private 
George  knew  them  all.  As  the  piece  ended  Sergeant 
de  Gas  saw  the  chance  he  had  been  waiting  for.  Private 
George  was  near  the  end  of  the  floor,  facing  the  door. 
Without  a sound  Sergeant  de  Gas  sneaked  up  and  hissed 
in  his  ear,  "Atten — shun!  Forward,  March!”  And 
without  a word  Private  George  started  to  walk.  Right 
out  the  door  he  walked,  and  down  the  steps,  and  out 
into  the  bitter  night.  For  all  I know  he  is  walking  yet, 
because  not  a living  soul  ever  heard  from  him  again. 
Sergeant  Mustar  de  Gas  had  his  revenge. 

Oh,  by  Vickers  and  by  du  Pont,  but  it  was  a dastardly 
trick! 

— "J.  H.” 


Ten 


THE  OLD  LINE 


0.  liiBBij 


" — just  in  case — ■' 


The  Ballad 

The  coed  wandered  down  the  hill 
With  lean  and  hungry  look. 

Her  dress  was  black,  and  so  to  match, 
She  carried  a black  book. 

She  wore  a Kappa  Alpha  pin 
For  bitter  or  for  worse. 

And  she  was  conscious  of  the  Phi 
Delt  emblem  in  her  purse. 

Last  night  she  gave  a Phi  Sig  back 
His  badge.  But  in  her  eye 
Was  a panther  look,  for  she'd  never 
worn 

The  pin  of  a Theta  Chi. 

She  came  to  the  Grill  and  glided  in, 
With  a look  too  strangely  bright — 

To  the  left  and  the  right  she  glanced, 
but  found 

Not  a Theta  Chi  in  sight. 

She  sat  down  with  a dangerous  sweep. 
And  ordered  a lemon  coke. 

And  out  of  her  mouth,  from  a cigarette. 
Came  a long,  lean  swish  of  smoke. 


of  the  Pin 

She  kept  one  eye  on  the  Boulevard, 
The  other  on  Zalezac's  bar. 

She  smiled  at  a Delta  Sig,  and  winked 
At  a bashful  A.  G.  R. 

The  lemon  coke  was  getting  low 
And  weak  amidst  the  ice. 

She  glanced  around  at  the  glass 
Grill  door. 

But  still  there  was  no  dice. 

At  last  with  desperate  toss  of  her  head. 
From  out  of  her  seat  she  got. 

With  an  ugly  leer  she  dropped  a slug 
In  the  nickelodian  slot. 

The  tune  played  on;  it  was  "Down 
With  Love," 

And  she  hummed  in  venomous  wails. 
And  her  chin  was  deep  in  her  hands, 
while  her  mouth 
Was  chewing  a handful  of  nails. 

She  didn't  look  up  at  a Sigma-Phi-Sig, 
Though  he  tried  in  vain  to  address  her, 


When  all  of  a sudden,  confronted 
she  was 

With  her  lean-faced  English  professor. 

Gangling  he  was,  and  bold  of  eye. 
And  hagglety  teeth  had  he. 

And  he  babbled  of  Wordsworth  and 
Beowulf 

As  he  stroked  his  black  goatee. 

He  took  out  a sheaf  of  freshman 
themes. 

And  with  red  and  exuberant  face. 
Expounded  at  length  on  the  intricacies 
Of  gender  and  syntax  and  case. 

"The  department  of  English,"  he  said 
with  a smile 

"Is  demanding  the  voice  in  the  active. 
And  sesguipedalian  words,  I might 
add. 

Oh,  our  program  this  year  is  attrac- 
tive!" 

The  coed  sguddled  in  her  chair. 

Her  brow  began  to  heat. 

She  gave  the  high-sign,  but  at  ZaTs, 
The  barmaids  are  discreet. 

She  sat  and  fumed;  the  man  raved  on. 
But  then  stopped  with  a jerk, 

"I  have  it,"  he  said,  "you  take  dinner 
with  me. 

And  then  help  me  out  with  my  work." 

The  coed  gasped;  did  not  mistake 
The  gleaming  look  in  his  eyes. 

And  as  she  was  thinking,  there  passed 
by  the  Grill 
A litter  of  Theta  Chi's. 

They  didn't  come  in,  so  the  coed  rose, 
To  start  the  chase  alone. 

"Remember  your  literature  grade," 
breathed  the  prof. 

And  she  sank  in  her  place  with  a 
moan. 

Then  all  of  a sudden,  the  coed  saw 
A strange,  unbelievable  sight, 

"Oh,  professor,"  she  said  with  the 
sweetest  of  smiles, 

"Do  you  mean  come  to  dinner  to- 
night 1" 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


"Now,  how  are  we  supposed  to  know  which  is 
the  President's  hook?" 


"I  used  to  know  Mr.  Smithers,  who  was  with  your 
firm.  I understand  that  he  is  a tried  and  trusted 
employee — " 

The  banker  looked  at  his  questioner  very  coldly. 
"He  was  trusted,  yes;  and  will  be  tried,  if  we  are 
fortunate  enough  to  catch  him." 

— Sour  Owl 


"Son,  how  often  must  I tell  you  it  isn't  good  manners 
to  dip  your  bread  in  the  gravy?" 

"Yes,  father,  but  it  is  good  taste." 

— Sour  Owl 


Coach:  "Say  there,  you  dumb  boob,  where  did  you 
ever  learn  to  play  football?" 

Scrub:  "Why — er — from  reading  your  book,  sir." 

— Sour  Owl 


"Why  do  the  people  of  Samoa  wear  so  little  cloth- 
ing?" 

"Guess  it's  too  hot  for  Samoa." 


PERMETRY? 

Call  that  fellow  dappah. 

Who  can  name  a quiet  kappa. 

Fools  who  suck  spaghetti. 

Also  throw  confetti. 

Curse  with  rumbling  burps. 

The  guy  who  calls  the  "Terps"  the  "twerps." 

I'd  glad  smash  the  toes. 

Of  he  who  "bronxingly"  blows  his  nose. 

A "huzzah"  to  the  gal  who  puts. 

In  his  place  the  guy  who  calls  her  "toots." 

Slap  his  puss  with  a herring. 

When  he  waxes  too  amorously  daring. 

Don't  lead  him  on. 

If  he  has  a tendency  to  fawn. 

Hang  her  with  a rope. 

That  gal  who  calls  you  "silly  dope." 

Fill  him  full  of  castor  ile. 

The  stag  who  cuts  you  with  a smile. 

Make  life  one  endless  nightmare. 

To  guys  what  wear  long  hair. 

Hit  him  with  a ripe  tomatah. 

The  son  who  calls  his  father  "patah." 

Be  sure  to  use  a dagger. 

On  the  babe  what's  a constant  nagger. 

Fill  his  pants  with  ants. 

The  guy  who  cuts  you  at  a program  dance. 

He'll  never  get  a rise. 

The  guy  who  develops  "sparrow-eyes." 

Fan  me  with  a hunk  of  ambergris. 

I'm  the  guy  who  scribbled  this  .... 

L.  H. 


"What  did  your  wife  say  last  night  when  you  came 
home?" 

"She  never  said  a word.  And  I was  going  to  have 
these  two  teeth  taken  out  anyhow." 


— Sour  Owl 


— Froth 


DIALOGUE 


Sara:  "I  can't  find  grandmother." 

Paul:  "Did  you  look  under  the  couch?  She  was 
there  with  a candle  yesterday,  looking  for  pins." 

Sara:  "Maybe  she  couldn't  get  out." 

Paul:  "Yeah,  maybe  she's  stuck." 

Sara:  "I'll  look.  We  need  her.  The  orchard  is  com- 
ing to  dinner." 

Paul:  "Who  is?" 

Sara:  "The  orchard.  1 invited  it  this  afternoon." 

Paul:  "Do  I have  to  dress?" 

Sara:  "Of  course.  There  are  forty-one  trees,  and 
they're  all  coming  formal." 

Paul:  "I  thought  there  were  forty-two.  Have  you  a 
cigarette?" 

Sara:  "Smoking  is  hell  on  the  volvox." 

Paul:  "What  has  a volvox  to  do  with  it?" 

Sara:  "Oh,  I always  think  of  a volvox,  when  I think 
of  a Soul,  or  a Love,  or  a Memory,  or  on  Illusion.  I 
picture  them  as  round  and  spinning,  with  green  studs, 
and  mysterious  stuff  inside — like  a volvox." 

Paul:  "That  is  very  pretty." 

Sara:  "Thank  you.  What,  for  goodness  sake,  is 

wrong  with  your  hands?" 

Paul:  "I've  been  gardening.  You  know — sun,  birds, 
flowers — spring — ' ' 

Sara:  "What  are  you  planting?" 

Paul:  "Lies.  I always  plant  lies  early  in  the  spring. 
Then  they  are  out  in  full  bloom  and  ready,  by  summer." 

Sara:  "Do  you  tell  lies  only  in  summer?" 

Paul:  "No  one  really  loves,  except  in  the  summer — 
and  there's  no  use  for  lies  without  love." 

Sara:  "I  like  your  little  rows  of  lies  when  they  start 
sprouting." 

Paul:  "So  do  I.  They're  always  white." 

Sara:  "And  when  they  bloom,  you  hand  them  to 
your  women  so  sweetly,  and  they  sigh  and  say — utter- 
ly believing — 'Oh,  yes,  Paul,  of  course  they're  flowers'." 

Paul:  "How  poetic  of  you." 

Sara:  "I'm  quite  a poet." 

Paul:  "I  thought  you  wanted  to  find  grandmother." 

Sara:  "I'm  going  now.  (She  starts  off.  Stops  by  a 
bush.)  There  she  is.  Under  there." 

Paul:  "So  she  is!  There's  nothing  in  her." 

Sara:  "What  do  you  mean,  Paul?" 

Paul:  "Look.  She's  hollow." 

Sara:  "She's  been  threatening  this  for  days." 


"Grandma  made  this  crazy  quilt  for  you." 


Paul:  "What  was  the  matter?" 

Sara:  "A  tiff  among  her  corpuscles,  I believe." 

Paul:  "Probably  racial  prejudice." 

Sara;  "Well,  the  matter  seems  to  be  settled.  We  can 
use  her,  though.  Maybe  for  a window  box." 

Paul:  "Not  everybody,  certainly,  has  a hollow  grand- 
mother for  a window  box." 

Sara:  "It's  getting  late." 

Paul:  "Oh,  what  time  is  it?" 

Sara:  "Quarter  to  seven."  (She  lapses  into  a sort 
of  chanty.) 

How  calm  and  unemotional 
The  ticking  of  a clock. 

How  powerful;  how  final 
Is  the  tock. 

Paul:  "Don't  be  silly." 

Ed. 


Absence  makes  the  mark  grow  rounder. 

— Panther 
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CHEESE  it/ 
HERE  COMES 
FATHER 


WHAT  A SMELLY  PIPE!  Mother 
tried  a dozen  times  to  make  dad 
throw  it  out.  But  Uncle  Fed  had 
a more  reasonable  suggestion.  He 
said  to  clean  it  well,  and 


NOW  WE  ALL  WEAR  GRINS.  Fa- 
ther says  it’s  the  world  s imldest 
blend  oftasty hurleys.  mother 

likes  that  sw< 
ma.  Try  a tw< 


, 'hurleys.  Even  woMrr 
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wo-ounce  tin  today!  I 
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survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  25  representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleij^h 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 
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He  sends  flowers  for  every  dance 
and  roses  every  day. 

He  can  order  a perfect  dinner. 

He  does  all  your  assignments. 

He  doesn't  mind  how  many  dates 
you  hove. 

He  can  always  get  a taxi  when  it's 
raining. 

He  never  lets  his  hair  grow  long 
or  has  his  head  shaved. 

He  never  feeds  you  and  your  room- 
mate the  same  line. 

He  doesn't  tell  you  of  his  other 
girls  nor  show  the  love  letters  he  gets. 

He  likes  to  furnish  you  with  cigar- 
ettes. 

He  doesn't  tell  questionable  stories 
in  the  presence  of  the  housemother. 

He  never  embarrasses  you  by  ask- 
ing for  a kiss.  He  just  takes  one. 

He  doesn't  pick  a quarrel  just  be- 
fore Christmas  or  birthdays. 

He  doesn't  mind  how  many  birth- 
days you  have  a year. 

He  doesn't  talk  about  himself. 

He  doesn't  spend  the  evening  de- 
ciding where  to  go — and  then  it's  too 
late  to  go  anywhere. 

He  doesn't  flirt  with  the  girl  across 
the  room  while  he  is  whispering 
sweet  nothings  in  your  ear. 

He  will  wait  hours  for  you  to  dress. 

He  wants  you  to  break  your  date 
with  him  if  something  more  turns  up. 

He  introduces  all  the  good  looking 
boys  to  you  at  the  dances. 

He  believes  everything  you  tell 
him. 

Yeah,  girls,  I'm  looking  for  him 
too! 

— Sour  Mash 


"I  must  go  down  to  the  Seagram's 
again 

To  the  lonely  Seagram's  and  the 
sky; 

And  all  I ask  is  a tall  Schlitz,  and 
a bar  to  steer  her  by," 

sang  the  sailor  as  he  reeled  drunken- 
ly  up  College  Hill.  He  hunted  for 
his  maiden,  one  of  the  Wilkins  Fam- 
ily, and  she  came  riding  on  her 
White  Horse.  "Darling,  you're  Heur- 
ich  again,"  said  she.  "You've  toT  me 
Vat  69  times,"  he  said.  "Oh,  you 
old  Pilsner,"  said  she,  "but  lissen, 
baby,  Papst  after  you  again  with  his 
shotgun,  and  1 think  you'd  better 
get  yourself  the  Old  Export  out  of  the 
country." 

"Aw,  wrap  me  up  in  a package, 
me  Highland  Oueen,  and  Senate 
parcel  post,"  he  said.  So  saying,  he 
bent  down,  picked  up  Four  Roses  and 
put  them  in  her  hair.  Just  as  he  did 
it,  and  was  about  to  go,  the  Pappy 
loomed  over  the  hill;  aimed  his  Gun- 
thers and  fired  twice. 


"How's  that  business  I sold  you  as 
a going  concern?" 

"Fine,  it's  gone." 


ONCE 

Here,  a box  of  promises 
Gleaming  in  the  dust. 

Odd,  old-fashioned  pearls  of  paste, 
Fragile  shells  of  lust. 

Here  a whispered  sound  revealing 
Wrinkled  words,  once  said — 
Now  the  king  is  dead,  old  heart — 
Long  live  . . . 

the  king  is  dead. 

C. 


Fifteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


A ROOSTER  NAMED  EMMA 

By  Martin  Kirk  Stein 


They  crouched,  Corp.  Jerry  and  his  squad,  in  a 
muddy  shell  hole  on  a ridge  overlooking  a far-from- 
peaceful  valley  in  which  high  explosives  were  leaving 
no  stone  of  the  little  village  of  St.  Georges  unturned. 
On  another  ridge  at  the  far  side  of  the  valley  less  than 
a mile  distant,  as  the  bullets  flew,  were  seen  the  bobbing 
helmets  of  the  Germans. 

Back  home  it  was  said  of  Corp.  Jerry  that  he  could 
shoot  out  a squirrel's  eye  at  a hundred  yards. 

Now  he  cautiously  pointed  his  sharpshooter's  rifle 
and  squinted  through  the  telescopic  sights.  The 
bobbing  helmets  on  the  opposite  ridge  did  not  interest 
him.  He  was  hungry  and  his  squad  was  hungry,  and 
the  enemy  was  not  edible. 

The  powerful  lens  of  his  telescope  rifle  sights  brought 
the  ruins  of  the  village  so  close  that  he  believed  that  he 
could  reach  out  and  touch  the  tumbled  walls  and  roofs. 
He  might  as  well  have  been  in  what  was  once  the  public 
square.  Slowly,  through  the  telescope,  he  picked  his 
way  from  smoking  stone  heap  to  smoking  stone  heap. 

Suddenly  the  week's  growth  of  mud 'dotted  whiskers 
on  his  face  cracked  into  a smile.  "Shoo!"  he  said.  The 
smile  changed  into  a puzzled  frown,  "Shoo  there,  I say! 
Shoo!"  "What",  asked  a private  at  his  side,  "do  you 
see?" 

Corp.  Jerry,  overcoming  the  surprise  at  finding  him- 
self back  on  the  ridge  with  his  squad,  said,  "There's 
the  fattest  old  rooster  you  ever  saw  standing  by  the  wall 
of  a burning  house." 

"We  can  hardly  eat  a raw  rooster  that  we  can't  get," 
said  the  private. 

"Won't  be  long  before  dark",  replied  Corp.  Jerry. 
"We'll  get  that  old  rooster  tonight  and  cook  him  over 
the  embers  from  a house  until  he's  so  tender  you'll 
think  his  name's  Emma." 

He  squinted  through  his  telescopic  sights  and  fired. 
When  the  smoke  had  cleared  away  he  squinted  again. 
His  cracked-mud  smile  returned.  "I  shot  Emma  thru 
the  back,"  he  said. 

Then  and  there  the  distant  rooster's  name  became 
Emma.  The  members  of  the  squad  took  turns  at  keeping 
an  eye  on  Emma.  They  admired  Emma's  rigid  drum- 
sticks, estimated  Emma's  weight  and,  with  hunger 
stimulating  their  imaginations,  visualized  Emma's  form 
toasting  to  a golden  brown  over  the  embers. 

When  exploding  shells  threatened  to  mangle  Emma, 
the  squad  swore;  but  when  the  line  of  fire  advanced 
they  were  happy,  and,  as  dusk  descended,  they  worked 
clearly  in  their  minds  Emma's  resting  place. 


The  night,  except  for  smouldering  fires  in  the  village, 
the  smoky-red  lightning  of  bursting  shells  and  an 
occasional  signal  flare,  was  dark. 

Corp.  Jerry  and  his  squad  had  stumbled  down  to  the 
level  ground  of  the  valley  when  they  heard  noises 
directly  ahead.  The  men  dropped  quickly.  Figures 
loomed  up  and  emerged  from  the  darkness.  With 
fixed  bayonets  Corp.  Jerry  and  his  squad  sprang  at  the 
figures.  Twelve  Germans,  taken  by  surprise,  sur- 
rendered without  a shot.  Four  of  the  squad  were  de- 
tailed to  take  back  the  prisoners.  Corp.  Jerry  and  the 
remaining  three  continued  toward  the  village  to  get 
Emma. 

Reaching  the  outskirts,  they  advanced  slowly  among 
the  charred  and  twisted  debris.  A tiny  thread  of  steady 
light  appeared  ahead.  It  was  white  and  did  not  flicker; 
it  could  not  possibly  come  from  the  embers.  The  four 
men  scarcely  daring  to  breathe,  advanced  and  found 
it  came  from  an  intact  cellar  door. 

Even  as  they  looked,  the  light  vanished.  They 
waited.  The  cellar  door  opened.  Dark  figures  emerged. 
Again  Corp.  Jerry's  surprise  tactics  completely  con- 
founded the  enemy.  An  officer  and  four  privates  were 
captured. 

The  cellar  Jerry  learned  was  a forward  telephone 
post.  It  could  mean  but  one  thing:  The  Germans  were 
advancing;  the  valley  was  filling  with  wave  after  wave 
of  the  enemy. 

"Take  the  prisoners  back",  the  Corp.  said  to  his  three 
men,  "and  report  to  the  lieutenant  that  the  enemy  is 
going  to  attack.  I'll  go  ahead  alone  and  get  Emma." 

He  reached  the  dark  public  square  safely.  Emma, 
he  knew,  was  beside  a wall  in  the  left  corner.  He  found 
the  wall.  Groping,  his  hand  touched  a smooth  box 
balanced  on  some  wreckage.  The  box  toppled  forward 
landing  in  some  live  coals.  It  landed  sending  up  a 
shower  of  sparks. 

As  Corp.  Jerry  dropped  there  came  a blinding  flash. 
The  box,  with  its  fifty  white  flares,  anyone  of  which  would 
have  brought  daylight  to  the  valley,  had  exploded. 
Back  behind  the  American  lines  battery  after  battery 
of  heavy  artillery  swept  into  action.  The  long  lines  of 
the  enemy  sweeping  across  the  valley  were  stampeded 
under  the  inferno  of  bursting  shells. 

Seizing  the  opportune  moment,  the  Artillery  changed 
its  fire  to  a barrage  creeping  toward  the  enemy  trenches. 
Behind  the  barrage  came  the  American  infantry. 

The  next  day  a battered  and  bandaged  Corp.  Jerry 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Seventeen 


A farmer  had  just  finished  mowing  his  grain  and  was 
driving  his  mowing  machine  across  a road.  A car  came 
up  the  road  and  demolished  the  mowing  machine. 

Farmer:  "What  do  you  call  that  thing,  anyway?" 

Man:  "Why,  that's  an  automobile.  What  do  you  call 
that  thing?" 

Farmer:  "That's  an  oughta-mow-hay,  but  it  won't 

now." 

— "The  Drexerd" 


Sailor:  "You  aren't  getting  seasick,  are  you,  buddy?" 
Recruit:  "Not  exactly,  but  Td  sure  hate  to  yawn." 


Woman:  "Is  the  Secretary  of  Agriculture  in?" 

Man:  "Not  just  now,  madam.  What  did  you  want 

him  for?" 

Woman:  "Well,  I have  a geranium  that  isn't  doing 

so  well." 


Specs:  "My  hen  lays  eggs  with  no  yolks." 

So:  "Mighty  white  of  her." 


Jf. 


"But,  Basil,  put  yourself  in  the  customer's  place." 


"I've  argued  my  head  off  at  it.  Captain,  but  it  don't 
do  no  good." 


SUPERLATIVE 

Proprietor:  "In  this  restaurant  when  you  order  a good 
cup  of  coffee  you  get  the  best  cup  of  coffee  in  the  world; 
if  you  order  a fresh  egg,  you  get  the  freshest  egg  in 
the  world;  if  you — 

Customer:  "I  believe  you.  I ordered  a small  steak." 

— "Bunny" 

She:  "We're  going  to  give  the  bride  a shower." 

Him:  "Count  me  in.  I'll  bring  the  soap." 


Joe:  "How  did  you  get  your  face  scratched?" 

Ed:  "Jumping." 

Joe:  "What?" 

Ed:  "Yeah.  At  conclusions." 


"Is  Charlie  still  mopping  floors  at  the  hotel?" 
"Yes,  he's  still  the  same  old  floor-flusher." 
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Tale  of  a Disc 


Alberta  was  the  name  of  the 
General's  wife.  A jealous  huzzy, 
with  great,  bottle-green  eyes.  Her 
husband,  the  General,  placid  as 
lemon  pie,  at  home,  was  as  staccato 
as  a series  of  pin-pricked  balloons, 
on  the  drill  field. 

A fine  pair,  these  two.  Particu- 
larly at  the  Post,  which  was  small  and 
dusty;  and  where  gossip  hopped 
around  like  jackrabbits,  from  house 
to  house,  leaving  muddy  pawprints 
on  bended  heads. 

One  day,  the  Colonel’s  daughter 
came  down  from  College  to  live  at 


the  Post.  She  was  slender  and 
shaped  like  an  S,  with  a mouth  like 
a big  red  B upside  down,  eyes  like 
two  flashing  blue  O's,  and  she  was 
as  pretty  as  L. 

As  soon  as  the  Colonel's  daughter 
came  to  the  Post,  Alberta,  the  Gen- 
eral's wife,  was  wary;  wary  like  an 
egg  on  end.  She  watched  the 
General  every  minute.  Her  eyes 
followed  him  hither  and  yon,  like 
two  stealthy  blue  cats.  He  would  be 
walking  in  an  alley,  turn  suddenly, 
and  Alberta's  eyes,  which  had  been 
following  him,  scurried  into  a shadow. 


At  first,  the  General  was  in  a fog 
about  why  his  wife,  Alberta,  was  so 
wary  with  him.  Then  he  saw  the 
Colonel's  daughter,  whose  name  was 
Peoria,  and  he  understood  his  wife. 

But  anyhow,  the  General  waded 
off  the  deep  end  in  love  with  Peoria, 
and  it  closed  over  his  ears  and  got  in 
his  eyes,  and  he  couldn't  see  his 
wife,  Alberta,  who  got  into  her 
diving  suit,  and  started  after  him. 

He  got  too  far  ahead,  and  Alberta, 
discouraged,  sent  the  octupus  of  her 
hate  to  entwine  him,  and  he  was 
caught.  Little  fishes  of  despair 
darted  around  his  head,  and  his 
pleas  to  Alberta  floated  up  to  the 
surface — only  bubbles. 

"Come,"  said  Alberta.  Cn  shore, 
he  crumpled  like  cornmeal  mush. 

"Have  you  been  seeing  Peoria?" 
asked  his  wife,  and  her  words  slurred 
out  like  angry  oysters. 

Her  husband  refused  to  answer. 

"I'll  fix  you,"  said  Alberta,  her 
anger  opening  like  a jackknife  and 
thrusting  blades  into  the  poor,  grovel- 
ing General. 

Alberta  then  dragged  him  to  a 
trolley  car,  and  took  him  home. 

"I'll  find  out  the  whole  thing,"  she 
sneered,  and  the  sentence  smeared 
like  lubricating  oil  across  the  despon- 
dent mind  of  the  General. 

Alberta  put  him,  then,  into  the  ice- 
box and  closed  the  door.  She  waited 
expectantly  like  a clock;  her  heart 
ticked  on,  and  her  hands  moved 
around  restlessly.  Then  she  struck. 

She  went  to  the  ice-box,  and 
dragged  out  the  General.  He  was 
frozen  stiff.  All  his  corpuscles  and 
cells  and  bones  were  frozen.  He  was 
like  raspberry  ice. 

"Now  I'll  find  out,"  said  Alberta, 
"whether  he's  really  in  love  with 
Peoria." 

She  took  the  breadknife,  and 
sliced  thin  discs  off  his  head.  She 
punched  a hole  in  the  center  of  the 
frozen  discs  of  brain,  and  put  them 
on  the  phonograph,  and  wound  the 
winder.  The  story  creaked  out, 
brokenly,  but  true. 
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AROUND  THE  HILL 


Early  to  bed 
and 

Early  to  rise 
Makes  you  miss 
a 

Helluva  lot. 

— 'The  Drexerd” 


Sigma  Nu:  "You  remember  when 

you  cured  my  rheumatism,  Doc,  a 
couple  of  years  ago,  and  you  told 
me  to  avoid  dampness?" 

Doc:  "Yes,  that's  right." 

Sigma  Nu:  "Well,  I've  come  to 

ask  you,  can  I take  a bath?" 


LIMB  WRECKS 

Transalted  from  the  Nipping  Knees 

By  Tommy  St.  Clair 

A charming  young  fellow  was  Eierman, 

The  perfect  "what  ladies  desire"  man. 

He  leapt  and  he  cheered 

When  a siren  appeared 

And  now  he's  a prominent  fireman. 

Wave  Wheeler  brings  smiles  to  our 
faces 

As  he  skips  through  his  basketball 
paces. 

For  the  crowd  that  he  brings 

From  the  Silvery  Springs 

Keeps  the  U.  on  a gold-coining  basis. 

Parvis,  the  pride  of  Phi  Sig, 

Went  out  and  selected  a wig. 

In  disguise  he'd  appear 
And  bum  more  than  one  beer 
From  the  same  guy.  Now  ain't  he 
the  pig? 

Thru  a most  candid  camera  squints 
Meeks. 

Your  most  awkward  position  he  seeks. 
Then  with  purposes  dirty 
Yelps  "Look  at  the  birdie." 

Your  friends  will  ignore  you  for  weeks. 


We  wonder  how  many  students 
signed  up  for  "Browning,"  and  then 
dropped  it  when  they  discovered  it 
was  a study  of  the  works  of  a poet 
instead  of  an  intensive  study  of  the 
technique  of  handling  professors. 


If  you  are  wondering  why  lots  of 
guys  and  gals  who  used  to  give  you 
the  old  fish-eye  stare  now  give  you 
the  old  "hello,  old  man,"  and  "hello, 
dear,"  just  look  at  the  calendar.  It 
isn't  long  until  elections. 

Let's  hope  that  this  year  all  of  the 
S.  G.  A.  candidates  won't  amble 
down  to  The  Diamondback  office  and 
copy  their  platforms  direct  from  last 
year's  files.  How  about  a little  bit 
of  initiative.  One  fellow  last  year 
wanted  to  pave  the  men's  parking 
lot.  There's  initiative  for  you.  But 
it  would  cost  about  $50,000,  with  the 
cement  market  in  the  condition  it 
is  today. 


Next  Wednesday  at  12  o'clock  is 
exchange  time  for  romances.  All 
the  love  that  was  so  bright  and  shiny- 
warm  around  Christmas  time  will 
have  turned  as  green  as  Assistant 
Dean  of  Men  Williams'  car  and  the 
trading  will  begin.  Pins  will  be 
planted  along  with  other  vegetables 


and  the  fickle  feminine  hearts  will 
beat  with  a new  rapture,  a new  love 
arising  from  the  ashes  of  the  old  like 
the  phoenix  of  ancient  times.  But 
there'll  still  be  a lot  of  people  hum- 
ming "Once  in  Awhile"  in  a pensive 
way. 


More  noticeable  than  anything  else 
this  year  is  the  absence  of  the  cus- 
tomary "sophomore  slump"  which  all 
freshman  beauties  fear.  Last  year's 
frosh  crop  is  holding  its  head  high 
this  year. 

Memorandum:  Look  up  this  gal 
Margaret  Ford,  junior  transfer;  the 
other  fellows  are  beginning  to  catch 
on . . . 


Who's  in  the  latest  Legge  league? 
And  in  Zelma  Trueman's? 


A couple  of  gentlemen,  recog- 
nizably from  this  University,  were 
heard  discussing  which  professor  in 
one  of  their  classes  was  "going  to 
lecher  today." 


Bruce  Davis  is  wandering  around 
like  a head  with  its  chicken  cut  off. 
. . .no  woman  just  right.  . .? 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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THE  ENGINEER 


(This  poem  was  handed  to  us  by  an 

engineer  in  the  flesh.  We  know  not 

whence  it  came  originally.  The  eds.) 

Who  is  the  man  who  designs  our 
pumps  with  judgment,  skill,  and 
care? 

Who  is  the  man  who  builds  them,  and 
keeps  them  in  repair? 

Who  has  to  shut  them  down  because 
the  valve-seats  disappear? 

The  bearing-wearing,  gearing-tearing 
mechanical  engineer. 

Who  buys  his  juice  for  half  a cent  and 
wants  to  change  a dime? 

Who,  when  we  sign  the  contract, 
can't  deliver  half  the  time? 

Who  thinks  the  loss  of  twenty-six  per- 
cent is  nothing  gueer? 

The  volt-inducing,  load-reducing 
electrical  engineer. 

Who  thinks  without  his  product  we 
should  all  be  in  a lurch? 

Who  has  a heathen  idol  which  he 
designates  research? 

Who  tints  the  cheeks,  perfumes  the 
air,  and  makes  the  landscape  drear? 

The  stink-evolving,  grease  dissolving 
chemical  engineer. 

Who  takes  the  pleasure  out  of  life 
and  makes  existence  hell? 

Who'll  fire  a real  good-looking  one 
because  she  cannot  spell? 

Who  substitutes  a dictaphone  for  a 
coral-tinted  ear? 

The  penny-chasing,  dollar  wasting 
efficiency  engineer. 

Who  builds  the  road  for  fifty  years 
that  disappears  in  two? 

Then  changes  his  identity  so  no  one's 
left  to  sue? 

Who  covers  all  the  traveled  roads 
with  filthy  oily  smear? 

The  bump-providing,  rough-on-riding 
highway  engineer. 


Who  takes  a transit  out  to  find  a 
sewer  line  to  tap? 

Who  then  with  care  extreme  locates 
the  junction  on  the  map? 

Who  is  it  goes  to  dig  it  up  and  finds 
it  nowhere  near? 

The  mud  bespatterd,  torn-and-tat- 
tered  civil  engineer. 


AROUND  THE  HILL 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

Just  incidental  to  everything  else — 
toss  a garland  to  Betty  Rawley,  who, 
despite  the  entreaties  of  various 
members  of  the  campus  underworld, 
remains  true  to  her  love  of  her  high 
school  days.  Let  up  on  her  fellows; 
she's  already  broken  the  heart  of  an 
Eastern  High  School  basketball  player, 
and  she  has  the  courage  of  her  own 
convictions,  which  is  a bucketful 
more  than  most  of  the  "ferns"  around 
here  have. 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710  13  Jiff 


You’ll  get  by  at  college 
if  the  men  like  the  way 
you  look. 

★ 

College  Qirls 

REGISTER  with  BRESLAUS 

Because  Breslaus  Clicks"  with  Them! 

★ 

Here  yon  will  find  Leading 
Fashions  . . .in  Coats,  Suits, 
Street,  Afternoon,  and  Eve- 
ning Dresses  . . .in  sizes  for 
the  Junior  and  the  Miss. 

CHARGE  ACCOUNTS  INVITED 


★ 


In  The  Gay  Nineties 

. .The  gentleman  enjoyed  "motor- 
ing” until  trouble  developed.  Then 
he  began  to  work  ! 

Today 

..The  gentleman  never  develops 
same  "working”  trouble  if  he  deals 
with  a reputable  garage;  Maryland- 
ers play  safe  always  by  going  to 

CHANEY’S  GARAGE 

Opposite  the  Main  Gate 
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FACULTY  GLOSSARY 

Instructor: 

Bewildered  young  college  graduate  unable  to  suc- 
ceed in  the  business  world.  Usually  young  enough 
to  know  several  good  jokes.  Marks  severely,  as  he 
is  only  one  chapter  ahead  of  his  students.  Lowest  in 
scale  of  student  enemies. 

Assistant  Professor: 

A promoted  instructor.  Promotion  contingent  on  his 
lectures.  When  they  become  musty,  he  becomes  an 
assistant  professor.  Will  start  to  write  a text  book  and 
get  married.  Encourage  him  to  talk  about  his  wife 
and  baby. 

Associate  Professor: 

The  most  dignified  member  of  the  faculty.  Originator 
of  the  working-my-way-through  school  racket;  sells 
his  own  books  instead  of  magazines.  Receives  pro- 
motion for  the  same  reason  as  a bus  driver — number 
of  years  of  service.  Receives  title,  however,  instead 
of  a gold  stripe  on  his  arm. 

Professor: 

A ripe,  disillusioned  old  man  with  over-ripe  lectures. 


INDIFFERENCE 

Harvard  a college  without  any  campus. 

Sororities  near  and  no  co-eds  to  vamp  us. 

Nary  a prom  and  we  don't  live  in  frats. 

The  frosh  don't  appear  in  ridiculous  hats; 

And  we've  many  a dance  but  emphatically  not 
Under  any  conditions  a swing  or  a trot. 

And  in  keeping  with  other  uncollegiate  ways 
Not  a one  of  our  varsity  gets  any  pay. 

We  chortle  as  year  after  year  without  fail 
We're  defeated  by  Army  and  Dartmouth  and  Yale, 
Though  opponents  may  cheer,  every  Harvard  man's 
mute. 

In  defeat  or  in  triumph  we  don't  give  a hoot; 

So  this  fall  at  the  stadium  try  not  to  yell, 

Remember  at  least  we're  indifferent  as  hell. 

— C.  M.  E.  in  Harvard  Lampoon 


NATURE  POEM 

This  pretty  little  white  and  green  bunny  rabbit — 

At  least  it  looks  green  from  here, 

Where  the  light  is  poor  and  I've  been  lying,  just 
from  habit. 

For  long  hours,  here  in  this  brambly  thicket. 

Long  hours,  just  to  get  a glimpse  of  the  bunny's 
soft  pink  ear. 

Lovely  pink — soft  color  just  the  reverse  of  sinful  and 
wicket. 

Pink  like  a baby's  lips. 

But  the  bunny's  ear  (my  soul!  how  pink)  may  not  like 
being  compared  to  a baby's  lips. 

So  let's  say  his  ear  is  soft  like  down. 

Down. 

Down. 

Down  . . . down  . . . down  . . . 

"Came  the  down"  . . . 

But  mercy  me! — the  bunny  scampered  away! 
Shucks. 

— Arizona  Kitty  Kat 


The  colored  minister  was  describing  the  "bad  place" 
to  a congregation  of  awed  listeners.  "Friends,"  he 
said,  "you  has  seen  meltin'  iron  runnin'  out  of  a furnace, 
hain't  you?  It  am  white  hot,  sizzlin'  and  hissin'.  Well, 
dey  use  dat  stuff  for  ice  cream  in  de  place  I's  tellin' 
you  about." 

— Punch  Bowl 


Frances;  "Now  I know  why  we  women  are  called 
birds." 

Doug;  "Because  you're  always  chattering?" 
Frances:  "No;  because  of  the  worms  we  pick  up." 

— Rammer  Jammer 


Coed:  "We  must  be  getting  home.  We  girls  are  out 
after  hours." 

Soph:  "We're  out  after  ours,  too." 

— Mis-A-Sip 


"Poor  Danny!  He  died  from  drinking  shellac." 
"At  least  he  had  a fine  finish." 

— Widow 
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"No,  you  can't  take  my  daughter 
riding." 

"Why  not?" 

"I  don't  allow  college  boys  to  go 
out  with  my  daughter." 

"But  1 ain't  a college  boy,  I work 
over  to  Kelly's  pool  hall." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  my 
daughter  will  be  ready  in  a moment." 

— Sour  Mash 


A prof  wrote  "Please  wash"  on 
the  blackboard  and  the  janitor  took 
his  bath  before  Saturday. 

— Sour  Mash 


Manager:  "Are  you  sure  you  are 
qualified  to  lead  a swing  band?" 

Applicant:  "Absolutely.  I've  had 
two  nervous  breakdowns,  was  shell- 
shocked in  France,  and  1 live  in  an 
apartment  above  a family  with 
twelve  noisy  children." 

— Sour  Mash 


A lady  was  riding  on  the  train  with 
her  son.  The  conductor  came  by  and 
she  said,  "A  fare  for  me  and  a half 
fare  for  the  boy." 

The  conductor  looked  at  the  boy 
and  said,  "Lady,  that  boy's  got  long 
pants  on." 

"In  that  case,"  said  the  lady,  "a 
full  fare  for  the  boy,  and  a half  fare 
for  me." 

— Kitty  Kat 


Absent-Minded  Prof:  "1  forgot  to 
take  my  umbrella  this  morning." 
Wife:  "When  did  you  miss  it?" 

Prof:  "When  1 reached  up  to  close 
it  after  the  rain  had  stopped." 

— Longhorn 


WIND  IN  THE  WEB 


Paris  studied  the  calendar  reflec- 
tively, and  then  reached  over  and 
drew  a careful  circle  around  the  12th 
of  the  month.  He  smiled  slowly. 

"This  is  the  day,"  he  said  to  me, 
turning,  "Whereon  Mr.  O'Neill  will 
draw  his  last,  struggling  breath." 

"Yes,"  1 nodded,  "And  it  is  also 
the  day  whereon  we  will  draw  our 
first  free  one." 

"You're  right,  Demitri."  Paris  kissed 
me,  and  then  got  up  in  his  quick,  de- 
termined way.  "I  have  it  all  planned, 
too,"  he  said,  more  or  less  out  of  the 
window.  "Not  a perfect  crime,  per- 
haps. But  one  in  which  we  shall  not 
be  suspected." 

"What  am  I to  do?"  1 asked,  hop- 
ing it  wasn't  to  deal  the  final  blow. 

"Not  very  much,  Demitri.  But 
enough — Yours  will  be  the  job  of 
appearing  at  several  night  clubs 
with  my  double — John,  you  know — 
and  also  keeping  a sort  of  lookout. 
You  will  be  indispensable  as  a wit- 
ness, if  you  can  keep  that  lovely, 
flighty  head  of  yours  balanced." 

"That's  not  fair,  Paris,"  I said.  "I 
never  lose  balance.  You  know  I 
don't." 

"Well,  so  much  for  that,  darling. 
Now  to  get  Paul  and  John  and  have 
the  whole  thing  out." 

"Paul?  You're  not  going  to  trust 
that  man!" 

"Paul  is  going  to  be  the  feature  of 
the  evening!  Just  between  you  and 
me,  my  lady  love,  Paul  is  going  to 
do  the  murder,  quite  unknown  and 
unexpected  to  him,  and  apparently 
to  me.  There  will  be  a slip-up,  quite 
unplanned,  you  understand,  and 
Paul  will  have  to  shoot  fast.  And 
snappo!  The  thing  will  be  done.  The 
world  has  little  use  for  Paul.  He 
has  no  brains;  no  breeding;  no  feel- 
ings. He  is  the  result  of  a mistake, 
and  an  unhappy  one.  Yes,  I think 
we  can  quite  do  without  Paul."  Paris 


lit  a cigarette  carefully,  and  his  eyes 
glowed  in  the  light  of  the  match. 

"You  sound  like  an  actor,  rattling 
on  like  that." 

"Do  1?"  Paris  smiled,  and  sat  down 
beside  me.  "After  all,  that's  all  we 
are — actors!" 

"Don't  be  poetic,"  I said.  There 
was  someone  standing  in  the  door. 
Paris  turned,  but  not  a muscle  moved 
in  his  face.  Paris  was  an  actor. 

"Hello,  O'Neill,"  he  said  calmly. 

"Hello,  you  two,"  said  O'Neill.  "I 
didn't  want  to  break  in  on  your  pri- 
vate conversation,  so  1 waited  until 
it  was  over." 

"How  like  you,"  said  Paris. 

"Rather  fortunate,  I should  say," 
said  O'Neill,  raising  his  gun. 

He  fired  twice.  I sow  Paris  fall, 
but  he  didn't  even  clutch  at  his  bleed- 
ing shirt.  He  died  with  as  little  aston- 
ishment as  he  had  lived. 

"I  have  use  for  you,"  said  O'Neill, 
turning  to  me. 

O'Neill  has  use  for  me. 

Ed. 


Hesperus;  "My  girl  wore  a cello- 
phane costume  at  the  fancy  dress 
ball." 

Wreck:  "What  did  you  do  after  the 
show?" 

Hesperus:  "We  went  out  on  a 

tear." 

--Georgia  Tech  Yellow  Jacket 


"What's  this,  honey?"  said  Mrs. 
Youngbride's  husband,  as  he  speared 
a slab  from  the  dish. 

"Lucifer  cake,  dear." 

"1  thought  you  said  you  were  go- 
ing to  make  angel  cake?" 

"I  was,  but  it  fell." 


— Clav/ 
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THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  PIN 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

"I  do,  yes  indeed,"  the  professor  was 
gay, 

And  he  gazed  in  her  luminous  eye, 
But  equally  luminous,  there  on  his 
chest. 

Was  the  pin  of  a Theta  Chi. 

C.  K." 


"Freshman,  63,  Gives  up  books  for 
Plow." 

— "Boston  Traveler," 


We  had  some  difficulty  with  those 
Language  Exams,  too. 

— "Lampoon." 


Iceman  (entering  kitchen  with  cake 
of  ice):  "Hello,  sonny." 

Little  Boy:  "Hey,  when  you  say 

that,  smile!" 


Notice — "If  the  person  who  stole 
the  jar  of  alcohol  out  of  our  cellar 
will  return  Grandma's  appendix,  no 
questions  will  be  asked." 


HOPEFUL  LAD 

"Now,  children,"  said  the  teacher 
who  was  trying  to  boost  the  sale  of 
class  photographs,  "just  think  how 
you'll  enjoy  looking  at  the  photo- 
graphs when  you  grow  up.  As  you 
look  you'll  say  to  yourself,  'there's 
lennie,  she's  a nurse;  there's  Tom, 
he's  a judge;  and — ' " 

"There's  teacher,"  said  little  Bertie, 
"she's  dead." 


Woodward  ^ Loi  hroi^ 

loth,  nth,  F AND  G STREETS  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 

for  spring 

McClelland  Barclay  Blue 
Suit,  *37-50 

The  famous  artist  McClelland 
Barclay  selected  this  shade  of  blue,  that  you 
may  look  smarter ...  Middishade  made  it  up 
(exclusively)  with  their  usual  excellent  craft- 
manship...at  their  regular  low  price,  so  that 
you  can  easily  afford  it.  Take  advantage  of 
this  new,  attractive  way  to  Inexpensively  in- 
crease your  wearable  wardrobe. 

THE  MEN’S  STORE,  SECOND  FLOOR 


"I  see  in  the  papers  that  a guy 
ate  six  dozen  pancakes." 

"Oh,  how  waffle!" 


Too  much  study 
Makes  me  muddy; 

Too  much  smoke 
Makes  me  choke; 

Too  much  drink 

makes  me  feel  like  the  adjective 
which  not  only  best  describes  my 
condition,  but  also  rhymes,  and 
"think"  is  not  an  adjective. 

— "The  Reserve  Red  Cat." 


SWEET 

Kitty:  "Gracious,  It's  been  five 

years  since  I've  seen  you.  You  look 
lots  older." 

Kat:  "Really,  my  dear?  I don't 

think  I would  have  recognized  you  if 
it  wasn't  for  the  coat." 

— "Pointer." 


Gladys:  "Dick  called  the  house 

four  times  before  I gave  him  a date." 

Lorraine:  "Whom  did  he  ask  for 

the  first  three  times?" 
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Only  a week  after  he'd  started  on  his  new  job,  the 
lucky  youth  announced  he  was  quitting. 

"'Taint  the  wages,''  he  explained  to  the  foreman, 
"It's  just  that  I can't  help  having  a guilty  conscience  all 
the  time  I'm  working.'' 

"What  for?"  asked  the  amazed  foreman. 

"I'm  all  the  time  worrying  about  how  I'm  cheating 
some  big  strong  mule  out  of  a job." 


"Didn't  I see  you  going  down  the  street  the  other  day 
with  an  apple  in  your  hand?" 

"Quite  so,  old  chap.  I was  going  to  call  on  the 
doctor's  wife." 

— "Witt." 


Addenda:  "What  the  hell  are  you  smoking,  grape 

nuts?" 

Rejoinder:  "No,  this  is  White  Owl.  I forgot  to  take 

the  feathers  off." 

— "Drexerd" 


Professor:  "Sir,  I must  insist  that  you  do  not  swear 

before  me." 

Stude;  "Hell,  I didn't  know  you  wanted  to  swear." 


A ROOSTER  NAMED  EMMA 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

lay  on  a cot  in  a field  hospital  clutching  to  his  bosom 
a rooster. 

The  regimental  chaplain  stopped  beside  a cot  and 
read  the  white  tag.  "Ah,  yes!"  he  smiled.  "This  is 
the  lad  who  gets  the  D.  S.  C." 

"Emma!  Emma!"  murmured  the  delirious  Corp. 
Jerry,  patting  the  rooster. 

The  chaplain  bent  forward  and  examined  the  rooster. 
It  was  a bronze  weather  cock  with  a bullet  hole  through 
its  back. 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 

S 

The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
and  specials 


1 


I 
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Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

T)  is  criminating  Qlientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  ^ L,ine  Hlates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  19th  street,  N.  W. 

Washitigtoriy  D.  C. 


The  Horn-Shaler  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  For 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  “OLD  LINE“ 


Tale 

I pushed  you  off  the  cliff  at  dawn 

And  heard  you  screech,  and  saw  you  hit. 

I meditated  quite  a bit, 

And  then  walked  on. 

— K. 


Always  Welcome 

FEDERAL  DINERS 

Tasty  Food  at  Popular  Prices 

(Dinner  Dancing) 

HYATTSVILLE  BERWYN 


. . . Uni VERSITY  Heautv  Salon 
h'ully  equipped  to  keep  you  well  groomed  at 
popular  prices.  Expert  operators  in  attendance. 

(Conveniently  Located  at  the  Entrance  to  the  University 


Vhone  Vterwyn  670 


NEW  UNIVERSITY  SHOPPING  CENTER 


GUDE 
BROS. 

Company 

Faint  Hea?'t  Ne'er'  Won  Fair  F^dy 

Nor  held  one  thereafter  for  that  matter;  so  keep 
romance  alive  with  flowers  from  gude. 

Member  Florists’  Telegraph  Delivery  Association 
Florists  to  Washington  Since  1889 

FOUR  STORES  FOR  YOUR  CONVENIENCE 

Main  Store  1212  F St.  National  4276 


UNDERWOO 

CHAMPION... 

Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Building  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

(portables 


SHE  RISKS  HER  LIFE  FOR  THE 


'Tve  noticed  that  you  are  a 
steady  Camel  smoker,  Miss 
Reed.  Do  you  have  definite 
reasons  for  preferring  them 


oth 


cigarettes 


MISS  lONE  REED,  DARING  MOVIE 
STUNT  GIRL,  ANSWERS  A 
QUESTION  ABOUT  CIGARETTES... 

SHE  jumps  ofif  rushing  trains.  She 
changes  from  speeding  car  to  train 
and  back  again.  She  is  the  girl  stunt  star 
of  Hollywood.  Laughs  at  danger — be- 
cause she  knows  what  she  is  doing.  Is 
extra  careful  in  her  choice  of  a cigarette, 
because,  as  she  says  — but  read  below  and 
let  her  tell  her  ideas  in  her  own  way. 


Camels  are  a matchless 
blend  of  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS- 
Turkish  and  Domestic. 


THE  PHOTOGRAPHER  snapped 
this  just  as  Miss  Reed  leaped 
from  a speeding  car.  While 
making  pictures,  lone  often 
has  time  for  only  quick 
snacks.  "Smoking  Camels  al- 
ways helps  me  to  enjoy  my 
meal  more,”  she  says.  You’ll 
find  that  those  finer,more  ex- 
pensive tobaccos  in  Camels 
mean  much  to  your  smoking. 


OFTEN  MISS  REED  has  to  go  through  the  same  danger  — 
the  same  strain  — five  or  six  times  before  the  "take”  is  right. 
"I  know  what  hard  work  is,”  she  says.  "Many  a time  I’ve 
been  thankful  for  that  cheery  'lift’  that  I get  with  a Camel.” 


"Yes,  indeed,  1 certainly  have. 
They  are  distinctly  different 
in  so  many  ways.  I smoke 
Camels  all  through  the  day, 
and  my  nerves  don’t  feel  the 
least  bit  frayed.  And  they  are 
so  gentle  to  my  throat.  After 
a meal,  I enjoy  a Camel  'for 
digestion’s  sake.’  You  see — • 
in  so  many  ways.  Camels 
agree  with  me.” 


FOR  RECREATION  Miss  Reed  likes  cook- 
ing . . . dancing . . . outdoor  sports ...  and 
Camels!  "On  almost  every  movie  lot, 
I notice  that  so  many  of  the  stars 
prefer  Camels,”  she  says. 


APPRECIATE  THE 

COSTLIER 

TOBACCOS 

IN  CAMELS  ? 


Copyriirht,  19B8.  R.  .1.  Reynolds  Tobacco  (’ompanv,  Winston-Sal 


I TURKISH  & DOMESTIC, 
BLEND 


ONE  SMOKER 
TELLS  ANOTHER.. 


0^-1' 


>v 
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Here  is  Mel  Koontz  alone  in  the  cage  with 
four  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  lion.  The 
huge  lion  crouches — then  springs  at  Koontz. 
Man  and  Hon  clinch  while  onlookers  feel  their 


nerves  grow  tense.  Even  with  the  lion’s  jaw 
only  inches  from  his  throat,  Mel  Koontz  shows 
himself  complete  master  of  the  savage  beast. 
No  doubt  about  his  nerves  being  healthy! 


PEOPLE  DO  APPRECIATE  THE 

COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 

IN  CAMELS 


THEY  ARE  THE 

LARGEST-SELLING 

CIGARETTE  IN  AMERICA 


MEL  KOONTZ  was  schooling  a "big  cat”  for  a new  movie 
when  Penn  Phillips  got  to  talking  cigarettes  with  him. 
Perhaps,  like  Mr.  Phillips,  you,  too,  have  wondered  if  there 
is  a distinct  difference  between  Camels  and  other  cigarettes. 
Mel  Koontz  gives  his  slant,  above.  And  millions  of  men 
and  women  find  what  they  want  in  Camels.  Yes,  those 
costlier  tobaccos  in  Camels  do  make  a difference! 


"Take  it  from  me,  Penn,  any  one-cigarette’s- 
as-good-as-another  talk  is  the  bunk.  There 
are  a lot  of  angles  to  consider  in  smoking. 
Camel  is  the  cigarette  I know  really  agrees 
with  me  on  all  counts.  My  hat’s  off  to  ’em 
for  real,  natural  mildness  — the  kind  that 
doesn’t  get  my  nerves  ragged — or  make  my 
throat  raspy.  'I’d  walk  a mile  for  a Camel!’  ’’ 


“111  say  it 
makes  a 
difference  to 
mevdiat 
cigarette 
I smoke” 


says 

MEL  KOOIVTZ  to 
PENx\  PHILLIPS 


I guess  you  have  to 
be  particular  about 
your  cigarette,  Mel. 
I’ve  often  won- 
dered  if  Camels 
are  different  from 
other  kinds.” 


Camels  are  a match- 
less blend  of  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS  — Turkish 
and  Domestic 


ONE  SMOKER  TEHS  AXOTHER... 

“Camels 
agree  with 


me 


life  know  tobacco 
because  we  grow 

it We  smoke 

Camels  because 
we  knowTobacco'^ 

TOBACCO 
PLANTERS  SAY 

‘T  know  the  kind 
of  tobacco  used 
for  various 
cigarettes, ’’says 
Beckham 
Wright,  who  has 
spent  19  years  growing  tobacco 
— knows  it  from  the  ground  up. 
“Camel  got  my  choice  grades  this 
year  — and  many  years  back,” 
he  adds.“I’m  talking  about  what 
I know  when  I say  Camels  sure 
enough  are  made  from  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS.” 


% 


Mr.  George  Crum-  / 
baugh,  another  ' ^ 
well-known  plant- 1 ^ 

er,  had  a fine  to-  \ 
bacco  crop  last 
year.  “My  best 
yet,”  he  says.  “And  the  Camel 
people  bought  all  the  choice  lots 
— paid  me  more  than  I ever  got 
before,  too.  Naturally,  Camel’s 
the  cigarette  I smoke  myself. 
Most  planters  favor  Camels.” 

“I’ve  grown 
over  87,000 
pounds  of  to- 
bacco in  the  past 
five  years,”  says 
this  successful 
planter,  Mr.  Cecil  White,  of 
Danville,  Kentucky.  “The  best 
of  my  last  crop  went  to  the 
Camel  people  at  the  best  prices, 
as  it  so  often  does.  Most  of  the 
other  planters  around  here  sold 
their  best  grades  to  Camel,  too. 
I stick  to  Camels  and  I know 
I’m  smoking  choice  tobaccos.” 


“My  four 
brothers  and  I 
have  been 
planting  to- 
bacco for  21 
years,”  Mr. 

John  Wallace,  Jr.,  says.  “Camel 
bought  up  every  pound  of  my 
last  crop  that  was  top  grade  — 
bought  up  most  of  the  finer  to- 
bacco in  this  section,  too.  I’ve 
been  smoking  Camels  for  17-18 
years  now.  Most  other  planters 
are  like  me  — we’re  Camel 
smokers  because  we  know  the 
quality  that  goes  into  them.” 

Copyright,  1938,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co., 
Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina 
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To  spring,  when  wan- 
derlust tantalizes ; to  all 
those  vague,  unreal 
places  we’ve  heard  of, 
but  never  seen — 


To  all  the  trips  we’ve 
planned  but  never 
taken—  we  dedicate  this, 
the  Travel  Issue  of  the 
Old  Line. 


People  who  live  in  glass  houses  might  just  as  well 
answer  the  door  bell. 

— ''Claw" 


"You  look  all  broken  up.  What's  the  matter?" 

"I  wrote  home  for  money  for  a study  lamp." 

"So  what?" 

"They  sent  me  a lamp." 

— "Medley" 


Mother  (to  college  bound  daughter):  "Now  re- 
member, dear,  that  if  you  pet,  drink  and  smoke,  men 
will  call  you  'fast'." 

Daughter;  "Yeah,  just  as  fast  as  they  can  get  to  a 
phone." 


"What  did  your  son  learn  in  college?" 

"Well,  sir,  he  can  ask  for  money  in  such  a way  that 
it  seems  like  an  honor  to  give  it  to  him." 

— "Wataugan" 


O 


O 


O 


ANIMAL  TRAPPINGS 


(Approved  Prince  Georges  County  Board  of 
Jungle  Exploration) 


Quite  common,  these  odd  little  demons  . . 
The  she-ones  are  worse  than  the  he-ones ; 
They’re  never  the  same 
In  looks  nor  in  name. 

The  species : delerium  tremens. 


This  beast  is  a true  polyglot. 

Sticks  his  head  in  when  wanted  or  not. 

He  mostly  carouses 
In  Greek  letter  houses. 

But  never  appears  until  shot. 

This  Profswife  will  snap  if  you  let  it — 

She  was  bagged  (it’s  a pun,  did  you  get  it?) 
While  her  nose  she  was  biting — 

Her  face  to  be  spiting, 

(And  she  buys  all  her  plumage  on  credit.) 
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I Junior  Editors 


SHE:  Have  you  tried  the  Big  Apple?  It’s  really  breath-taking! 
HE:  Say,  when  I want  to  take  my  breath  away,  I eat  Li  fe  Savers  I 


II  T Everybody’s  breath  offends  some- 
IVIIInMIi  Cryst-O-Mint  keep 

yours  sweet  after  eating,  drink- 
ing or  smoking. 


r4aCRYSTO-M\NT 

i/ffSMRs 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane -wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  , is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull.^  Win 
a sw'eet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

BETTY  ROSS 

The  Wisecrack  : 

Swede:  My  ear’s  ringing. 

Ral])h:  Well,  an.swer  it. 


A Swell  Package! 


Every  P»' 


PtTr 


rappv 


from 


eA 

2 jackets 

Cellophane; 

the  OVTER 
'""'‘fthrSOTTOlH. 


TUNE  IN  on  OM  Gold’s 
Hollywood  Screen  scoops 
every  Tues.  and  Thurs. 
night,  Columbia  Network, 
Coast*to*Coast. 


Take  a look 
At  an  01(1  Gold 
Package 
And  you'll  see 
Why  Old  Golds 
Reach  you 
Fresher  and 
Finer  than  any 
Other  cigarette. 

B(  ‘Cause  Old  Golds 
Are  made  of 
Douhle-agcd 
Douhle-mellow 
Prize  crop 
Tobaccos, 

We  guard  them 
Like  the  precious 
Jewels  they  arc! 

An  EXTRA  jacket 
Of  Gellophane 
Double  seals  both 
Package  end.s 
So  not  one  iota  of 
O.G.’s  flavor 
And  fragrance 
Can  escape. 

Buv  vour  Old  Golds 
here  you  will, 

In  Damp  Cliniates 
Or  Dry, 

^ Ou’ll  get  them 
Exactly  as  we 
Make  them. 

And  that's  as 
Fine  as  a 
Oigan'tte 
Gan  he  made. 

W (‘  think  t he  gal’s 
A Swell  Package 


Copyright.  1938.  by  P.  Lorillard  Co.,  Inc. 


. . . Siiioke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 


For  Finer,  FHESUFJi  Flavor 
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TO  THE 
grand  A1 


iokingJobacco 


OLD  KING  COLE 
WAS  A SOUR 
OLD  soul/ 


HIS  STINKO  PIPE  MIXTURE 

kiiofkeil  out  e\<.r)t)iie  but  the 
court  jester,  who  pleatlcd;  "Just 
clean  thatpipeoly  ours  and  switch 
to  tlie  Brand  of  Grand  Aroma." 


"IT  DOES  SMELL  GOOD!”  the 

king  agreed,  after  he  puffed  those 
mild,  ripe  hurleys  in  Sir  alter. 
"Give  this  man  half  my  kingdom, 
and  get  me  another  i-ounce  tin!  ’ 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a recent 
survey  by  Self- Help  Bureaus  of  25  representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  HaleiisH 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN  lomniy  Dorsey  and  bis  orchestra.  Fiery 
II  ednesday,  8:50  P.  AI.,  E.  S.  T„  NBC  Red  Network, 


THE  PAYOFF 

"Where'd  you  get  that  girl  you 
were  out  with  last  night?" 

"I  was  driving  around  in  the  new 
car  and  picked  her  up." 

"What  new  car?" 

"The  car  I had  to  drive  back  and 
forth  to  the  house." 

"What  house?" 

"The  house  I bought  to  put  the 
furniture  in,  of  course." 

"Furniture?" 

"Sure.  The  furniture  I had  to  buy 
to  put  the  ash  troys  on." 

"What  ash  trays?" 

"The  ash  trays  I got  for  saving 
cigarette  coupons." 

— Froth 


Two  men  watching  a steamshovel 
at  work  were  discussing  the  disad- 
vantages of  technocracy.  Said  the 
first,  "Look  at  that  machine  taking 
work  from  100  men  with  picks  and 
shovels." 

Said  the  second,  "That  machine  is 
taking  work  from  1,000  men  with 
knives  and  tablespoons." 

— Froth 


Baby  ear  of  corn:  "Mamma,  where 
did  I come  from?" 

Mamma  ear  of  corn:  "Hush,  dear, 
the  stalk  brought  you." 

— Penn  State  Froth 


A Ubangi  young  man  had  a 
stammer 

That  greatly  diminished  his 
glamour. 

He'd  try  to  make  quips 
But  his  overstretched  lips 
Would  crack  like  a riveter's 
hammer. 

— Pelican 


"I  started  out  on  the  theory  that 
the  world  had  an  opening  for  me." 
"And  you  found  it?" 

"Well  rather.  I'm  in  the  hole  now." 

— Red  Cot 


Dean  (to  co-ed):  "Are  you  writing 
that  letter  to  a man?" 

Co-ed:  "It's  to  a former  roommate 
of  mine." 

Dean:  "Answer  my  question." 

— Arizona  Kitty  Kat 


"Did  you  get  your  fleet  wet?" 
asked  the  admiral's  wife  when  he 
came  home  on  Friday. 

— Mountaineer 

MAN  WHO  WRITES  FRENCH 
COMPOSITION  BOOKS  DOES  A 
BREAD  AND  BUTTER  LETTER 

— Martin  Stein  — 

(1)  Because  I hove  stayed  at  your 
home  I shall  now  write.  (2)  I had 
there  a pleasant  end  of  the  week. 

(3)  Thank  you  for  giving  it  to  me. 

(4)  I enjoyed  very  much  your  phono- 
graph, your  radio,  and  your  beauti- 
ful children.  (5)  Junior  said  many 
clever  things.  (6)  Your  house  is  both 
large  and  comfortable.  (7)  I have 
left  in  your  bathroom  my  pretty 
toothbrush  and  my  safety  razor.  (8) 
Will  you  send  them  to  my  home? 
(9)  I shall  stop  writing  now  because 
I must  catch  a train.  (10)  Remember 
me,  please,  to  your  husband  and  to 
your  mother  also.  (1 1)  I hope  to  make 
another  visit  with  you  after  many 
years. 


Where  there's  a will  there's  a rela- 
tive. 
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*rilK  liKM  1.1111? 


By  Jerry  Hardy 


This  was  going  to  be  a column  about  war,  and  about 
not  going  to  it,  and  doing  everything  possible  to  pre- 
vent it.  But  when  I sat  down  to  write  the  column,  it 
came  to  me  all  at  once  that  I don't  even  know  what  war 
is,  for  sure.  I know  vaguely  that  it  is  sitting  for  days  in 
a muddy  trench,  and  eating 
bad  food,  and  sitting  at 
home  doing  without  sugar, 
and  knitting  woolen  socks. 

I know  that  it  is  dying  from 
bullets,  and  dying  from  dis- 
ease, and  wanting  to  die 
from  grief.  But  I don't 
even  know  these  things  for 
sure.  They  are  just  what  I 
have  heard  from  people — 
like  a man  I once  knew  who 
spent  three  months  out  of 
every  year  in  a veteran's 
hospital,  because  he  could 
never  quite  forget  that  he 
had  had  gangrene  nineteen 
years  ago. 

But  there  are  a few  things 
that  I do  know.  I know 
that  before  long  I will  be 
graduating  from  college,  and 
when  I do,  I will  have  a 
couple  of  strikes  against  me 
before  I can  get  started.  I 
am  like  most  of  the  rest  of 
you — my  demands  will  be 
reasonable.  A chance  to 
do  something  the  world  needs  done,  and  the  right 
to  make  a decent  living  doing  it,  are  all  I will  ask. 
But  because  of  something  that  was  over  before  my 
memory  began,  because  of  a fight  that  I had  nothing 
to  do  with,  my  demands  may  be  more  than  the  world 
can  meet.  I know  that  because  twenty  years  ago  the 
world  had  to  be  saved  for  democarcy,  today  democracy 


can't  find  a place  in  its  world  for  people  like  me- 
I look  at  my  government,  and  I see  two  groups  of 
people  there.  One  group  is  trying  desperately  to 
find  ways  of  ameliorating  the  effects  of  the  last  war; 
the  other  group  is  busily  preparing  for  the  next  one. 

There  is  something  almost 
slapstick  about  a situation 
like  that;  it  is  almost  like 
pushing  a blind  man  down 
a manhole,  and  then  drop- 
ping the  cover  on  him  when 
he  comes  up. 

No,  I don't  know  what 
actual  war  is  about.  All  I 
know  is  that  you  can't  have 
it  without  playing  a terribly 
dirty  trick  on  a lot  of  people 
who  aren't  even  born  yet. 
And  somehow  the  idea  of 
wishing  my  mistakes  off  on 
someone  who  won't  even 
have  the  fun  of  helping  me 
make  them  doesn't  seem 
like  much  fun  for  either  of 
us. 

So  you’d  better  stop 
fooling  around  with  that 
toy  that  went  off  in 
your  hand  last  week, 
Mr.  W.,  or  one  of  these 
days  you  are  going  to 
hear  a strange  sound.  It’s  going  to  be  God 
laughing,  but  he  isn’t  going  to  be  very  much 
amused. 

Help  you  make  war,  J.  G.?  I'd  like  to,  but  you 
see  I'd  begin  to  think  about  those  fellows  who  are  going 
to  graduate  in  1960,  and  I couldn't  do  it.  I couldn't 
sleep  nights. 
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"Sometimes  I think  Igwak  is  a little  too  civic  minded." 


TRACK  IT  ON  DOWN 

(A  JUNGLE  EXPLORATION) 


Between  a great  democratic  cen- 
ter on  the  one  hand  and  the 
neucleus  of  intellectual  civilization 
on  the  other,  nestles  the  guiet, 
peaceful  little  republic  of  Hyattsvania. 
The  world  gives  little  heed  to  Hyatts- 
vania, despite  the  strategic  position 
of  the  little  lowland  republic,  for  her 
exports  have  small  influence  on 
world  trade,  and  her  statesmen  wield 
only  minor  power  in  diplomatic 
circles.  But  a more  peaceful,  con- 
tented people  cannot  be  found  any- 
where. 

There  are  but  two  ways  a traveler 
may  enter  Hyattsvania,  Baltowash 
road  from  the  south  and  the  same 
from  the  north.  (Experienced  voy- 
ageurs  have  found  other  ways  of 
entering  the  country,  but  it  is  believed 
that  these  secret  roads  are  more 
dangerous  than  ones  we  have  men- 
tioned.) Baltowash  road  is  dangerous 
and  difficult  to  traverse  and  many 


careless  tourists  are  killed  each 
year  trying  to  reach  the  low- 
land paradise.  But  once  inside 
Hyattsvania,  what  a different  sight 
presents  itself!  The  simple  peasants 
that  people  the  country,  stroll  aim- 
lessly about,  singing  at  their  play. 
That  is  a peculiar  thing  about  the 
Hyattsvanians,  no  one  works.  All 
of  the  inhabitants  steal  from  each 
other  the  things  they  need,  and  as 
things  wear  out,  they  steal  from 
tourists. 

As  one  travels  from  the  outskirts 
of  Hyattsvania  to  the  less  readily 
accessible  interior,  he  finds  the 
native  Hyattsvanian  as  he  has  been 
for  centuries,  unspoiled  by  civilized 
exploitation.  It  was  here  that  your 
author  made  a study  of  the  various 
native  dances.  In  order  to  reach  the 
interior,  it  is  necessary  to  cross  the 
broad  Beeanoh,  which  at  times  moves 
guite  swiftly,  and  forms  a perilous 


barrier.  Our  party  made  the  crossing 
safely  and  started  the  long  trek,  as 
we  explorers  call  it,  to  the  interior, 
losing  only  two  pishbuskas,  or  native 
porters,  on  the  way. 

After  we  had  been  trekking,  or 
walking,  for  about  three  days,  our 
party  happened  upon  one  of  the 
most  amazing  discoveries  I have  ever 
encountered.  There,  deep  in  the 
zugohma,  or  upcountry,  of  Hyatts- 
vania, living  in  the  most  unbelievable 
sgualor,  was  a lost  race  of  white  men. 
They  spoke  a sort  of  pidgin  English, 
and  called  themselves  the  Diamond 
Backstaffers.  After  considerable  dif- 
ficulty, I was  able  to  discover  that 
they  had  been  lost  years  before,  in 
an  effort  to  find  what  they  called  the 
Preenters,  which  I assumed  to  be  a 
settlement  of  natives  somewhere  in 
the  interior.  (We  brought  a number 
of  their  company  back  with  us,  and 
they  are  now  on  exhibit  in  the  student 
center  from  2 until  4 each  day). 

After  leaving  these  Jukeses,  we 
traveled  on  south  until  we  came  to  a 
native  settlement.  It  was  night  when 
we  arrived  and  the  natives  were 
beginning  festival  to  appease  Ana- 
costia,  god  of  the  turbulent  waters, 
who  was  threatening  flood.  They 
held  their  ceremonies  in  a shack 
erected  in  honor  of  their  Holy 
Animal,  the  Dixiepig.  A number  of 
the  young  of  the  tribe  were  starting 
to  dance,  and  we  sat  down  to  watch. 
That  dance  was  a sight  I shall  never 
forget!  For  pure  sustained  physical 
exertion,  I have  never  seen  the  egual 
of  the  Southern  Hyattsvanians.  Sev- 
eral of  their  number  sat  in  one  corner 
of  the  long  low  shed  and  blared 
forth  an  ever-guickening  series  of 
cacophonous  sounds,  which  acceler- 
ated steadily  towards  a final  cres- 
cendo. At  the  break  in  the  music, 
all  of  the  dancers  dropped  exhausted 
at  tables  provided  for  the  purpose. 
Between  dances,  all  would  drink  of 
a dark  amber  stuff,  which  later  proved 
to  have  guite  a pleasant  taste,  which 
revitalized  them  for  the  next  ordeal. 

When  we  awoke  the  following 

(Continued  on  page  25) 


"Jones  wants  to  borrow  $25  from 
me.  Is  he  good  for  that  amount?” 
"Yes,  with  proper  securities.” 
"What  would  you  suggest?” 

"A  chain  and  padlock,  a pair  of 
handcuffs  and  a watch-dog." 


Postman's  Wife:  Why,  Pa,  you  look 
all  tuckered  out! 

Postman:  I sure  am.  I've  been  all 
over  town  looking  for  a guy  named 
"Fragile." 


Bobbin  was  the  type  of  man  who 
would  never  admit  to  being  in  the 
wrong,  says  an  English  paper. 

"I  remember,"  he  said  one  day  at 
the  club,  "I  remember  when  I was  in 
Africa,  staying  at  a little  place  called 
Buenos  Aires — " 

"Pardon  me,"  interrupted  his  fel- 
low-member, Biggin,  "But  Buenos 
Aires  is  the  capital  of  the  Argentine 
Republic." 

"Nonsense!"  shouted  Bobbin,  al- 
ways in  the  right. 

Biggin  produced  a mop  from  his 
pocket. 

"There  you  are,"  he  said.  "Look 
for  yourself." 

Bobbin  gave  one  look  at  the  atlas 
and  then  sniffed. 

"You  can't  fool  me!"  he  cried. 
"That's  last  year's!" 


He  had  been  arrested  for  being 
drunk  and  disorderly,  and  when  he 
was  being  charged  at  the  police  sta- 
tion, the  local  sergeant  asked  him: 
"Can  you  read  and  write?" 

"I  can  write,  not  read." 

"Write  your  name,  then,"  said  the 
sergeant. 

The  prisoner  took  the  pencil  and 
scrawled  huge  letters  on  the  page. 

"What  is  that  you've  wrtten?"  de- 
manded the  puzzled  sergeant. 

"I  don't  know,"  replied  the  prison- 
er, "I  told  you  I can't  read." 


Mother:  Jimmy,  did  you  get  that 
loaf  of  bread  I sent  you  for? 

Jimmy:  No,  mother,  the  store  was 
closed. 

Mother:  What?  Closed  at  this  hour 
of  the  day? 

Jimmy:  Sure,  there  was  a sign  on 
the  door  that  said  "Home  Baking"! 


A young  man,  asked  if  he  favored 
higher  education  for  women,  said: 
"No,  if  they  are  pretty,  it's  unneces- 
sary, and  if  they  are  not,  it's  inade- 
quate." 

Millionaire  Jones  was  recalling  the 
struggles  of  his  youth. 

"I  was  living  in  California,  and 
my  parents  in  New  York,"  he  said, 
"and  I just  managed  to  save  enough 
money  to  buy  myself  a bicycle  when 
my  father  wrote  that  my  mother  was 
sick. 

"I  jumped  on  my  bicycle  and  rode 
across  the  continent,  only  to  be  told 
that  Cahfornia  air  was  all  that  would 
save  my  mother. 

"So  I dragged  the  bike  in  beside 
the  bed,  let  the  California  air  out  of 
the  tires,  and  she  lived  to  the  good 
old  age  of  95." 


She:  What's  in  that  parcel? 

He:  Guess;  it's  something  for  the 
one  I love  best  in  the  world. 

She:  Been  buying  yourself  more 
cigars? 


Policeman:  How  did  you  get  up 
that  tree? 

Tramp:  Ain't  you  got  no  sense?  I 
sot  on  it  when  it  was  on  acorn. 


Customer  (having  a rough  shove): 
I say,  barber,  have  you  another 
razor? 

Barber:  Yes,  why? 

Customer:  I want  to  defend  myself. 


From  Raymond  L: 

VYIZDUR  ZOMENIMOR 
ORZIZAZZIZ 
ZENZERIZ  ORZIZ? 

A mirror  is  something  which  if  you 
ain't  there  isn't  necessary. 


— Owl 


THE  OLD  LINE 


NATURE  LOVER 

Nature  Lover:  Oh,  wonderful,  mammoth  oak,  if  you 
could  speak,  what  would  you  tell  me? 

Gardner:  S'cuse  me,  ma'am,  but  he  would  probably 
say,  "If  you  please.  I'm  a spruce." 


"Waiter." 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Have  you  ever  been  to  the  zoo?" 

"No,  sir." 

"Well,  you  ought  to  go  sometime.  You'd  get  a big 
kick  out  of  watching  the  turtles  zip  past." 


The  Frenchman  drinks  his  native  wine; 

The  German  drinks  his  beer; 

The  Briton  drinks  his  "alf-an'-'alf," 

Because  it  brings  good  cheer. 

The  Scotchman  drinks  his  whisky  straight. 
Because  it  brings  on  dizziness. 

The  American  has  no  choice  at  all. 

He  drinks  the  whole  damn  business. 

— Wataugan 


Overheard  at  the  American  Bar  Association  meeting: 
The  law  business  is  terrible  in  St.  Louis.  I think  I'll 
take  all  my  witnesses  and  move  out  of  town. 


Extra:  How  would  you  act  if  the  director  kissed  you? 
Special:  In  every  picture  he  directed  after  that. 

— Red  Cat 


He  was  sitting  at  the  bar,  downing  one  after  another, 
and  laughing  boisterously.  Ever  so  often,  as  he  mum- 
bled to  himself,  he  would  hold  up  his  hand  in  protest. 
Finally  the  bartender's  curiosity  got  the  best  of  him. 
"What  are  you  doing?"  he  asked.  "I'm  telling  myself 
jokesh,"  was  the  reply.  "But  why  the  hand  in  the  air?" 
"Oh,  that's  when  I stop  me  if  I've  heard  it." 

— Pelican 


"Well,"  said  the  waiter  to  the  student  who  had  just 
had  his  seventh  cup  of  coffee,  "you  must  be  very 
fond  of  coffee." 

"Yes,  indeed,"  answered  the  student,  "or  I wouldn  t 
be  drinking  so  much  water  to  get  a little." 


The  difference  between  Harvard  and  Princeton  is 
that  at  Harvard  they  hove  private  bathrooms  and  you 
don't  get  to  know  anybody. 


It  happened  one  day  after  tea. 

That  strong  convulsions  seized  the  sea. 

And  one  beheld,  along  the  rail, 

A flock  of  people  turning  pale. 

It  happened  then,  ah  then  it  passed. 

That  pie  came  first  and  soup  came  last. 

— Buccaneer 


"My  dog  swallowed  a radio." 
"Did  he  dial?" 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Nine 


THE  R.O.T.C.  FOREIGN  LEGION 
PROTECTS  ARABIA  FROM 
ARABIAN  INVASIONS 


Tra.to«- 


T«eoo*»s  FieHT" 

ov«T  the. 
unburiecjt  ctead. 


CiviciAws  Die-  along  with 
the  soldier. 


A.e>' 


.troo 


,tlO^ 


9ht 


6eweRAJuig(5iM^a  vjooe 
ctif-ccta  maneuvercs. 


Smith  ♦ 


—by  JOHN  ANDREWS 


Ten 


THE  OLD  LINE 


“IT’S  IN  THE  BAG” 

By  Tommy  St.  Clair 


"I  give  you  my  v/ord,  Sade,  in  my 
twenty  years  as  customs  inspector  at 
the  Port  of  New  York,  I've  come  to  be 
able  to  recognise  dames  like  that 
one,  a mile  off.  She's  typical;  comes 
bustling  up  like  she  was  the  only  one 
on  the  dock,  and  won't  pipe  down  till 
I come  over  and  look  over  her  loot. 
She's  got  so  many  trunks  you'd 
think  all  Oshkosh  was  having  a field 
day.  And  didn't  I have  a picnic  with 
the  baggage!  One  trunk  with  only 
shoes;  red  satin  shoes  with  no  sides, 
and  rhinestone  heels,  some  of  'em. 
And  fur  boots  and  everything  else 
but  glass  ones,  enough  to  make  you 
sick.  And  one  drawer  full  of  perfume 
so  it  smelled  up  all  around  and  you'd 
have  thought  there  wasn't  a stevedore 
for  blocks.  But  then,  Sade,  around 
a corner  of  the  wardrobe  comes  a 
silly  little  cur  with  a pushed-in  face 
and  his  nose  and  eyes  leading  down 
the  front.  I skipped  through  the 
rest  of  her  stuff — silk  things  with 
price  tags  plastered  all  over  'em, 
and  some  Bonwee  Teller  stuff  that's 
never  even  been  taken  out  the  whole 
trip.  But  we  make  money  on  her, 
and  finally  she  and  her  crew  pick  up 
their  sables  and  leave,  haughty  as 
peacocks. 

"Then  I come  to  a pile  of  all  sorts 
of  boxes  and  bags.  They've  got 


stickers  all  over  'em,  and  a young 
fella  with  a pipe  in  one  hand  and 
his  hat  on  the  back  of  his  head  is 
there  leaning  up  against  a pillar. 
His  pants  and  coat  are  two  different 
plaids  and  he's  got  gold  charms 
hanging  on  his  watch  chain  and  a 
gold  pin  on  his  loud  vest.  One  look 
in  the  nearest  bag  tells  me  there's 
nothing  to  see  here.  He's  got  a few 
rumpled  and  spotted  shirts  initialed 
T.  L.,  some  socks  R.  S.,  pajamas 
J.  M.,  and  shorts  B.  V.  D.  And  I'll 
never  tell  you  the  word  he  let  out 
when  I opened  the  load  of  "personal 
effects'',  and  saw  he'd  been  raiding 
the  Kaisar's  cellar.  A whole  trunk 
full,  stuffed  in  with  S.  S.  Carinthia 
bed  sheets  and  the  pants  and  coat 
that  matched  what  he  had  on  if 
he'd  put  'em  on  right  once.  Poor 
kid,  those  guys  who'd  lent  him  the 
wardrobe  was  never  to  get  their  pay. 

"This  next  guy  is  a guiet  old 
gentleman.  To  look  at  him  he  looks 
like  part  of  the  dock,  gray  and  cold, 
but  he's  got  deep  set  eyes  that  show 
he's  not  so  dumb.  He's  calm.  Never 
one  bit  of  fuss,  and  he's  got  charms 
on  his  chain,  too,  but  he  wears  'em 
lower  down  than  the  kid.  I guess 
you  always  wear  'em  where  you  stick 
out  most.  He's  travelling  neat,  with 
everything  just  so — shirts  all  clean 


and  dull  salt  and  pepper  suits.  He's 
got  books,  the  old  and  brown  looking 
kind,  couldn't  be  very  good  ones, 
and  pencils  and  paper  in  a box. 
While  we're  standing  there  he  con- 
sults a little  notebook  and  jots  down 
notes  in  it.  Even  looks  at  me,  Sade, 
and  jots  down  notes.  He's  got  a 
camera  and  field  glasses  and  lots 
of  maps  and  booklets  stuck  in  corners. 
Every  possible  space  is  taken  in  his 
baggage  and  you  can  see  he's  not 
hiding  a thing.  Even  though  he 
doesn't  breathe  deep  and  smell  like 
medicine  they  call  him  "doctor". 
Horse  doctor  maybe.  He  went  to 
look  after  the  kid  when  he  left  me. 
Said  he'd  just  flunked  him  last 
semester.  Funny  the  acguaintances 
that's  made  on  boats. 

"Then  comes  the  home-body  I was 
telling  you  about.  Sade,  just  to  see 
her  coming  down  the  line  you  could 
smell  those  hot  mince  pies  like  mother 
used  to  make.  She  came  near 
snuffing  out  a mousy  little  gent  who 
comes  up  to  meet  her  looking  like  a 
dog  who  has  just  been  tied  up  after 
a day  of  running  the  streets.  She 
cries  with  maternal  joy  at  the  sight 
of  him  and  four  fat  kids  who  tell  her 
what  a time  they  had  parking  the  car. 
The  ice  box  has  been  leaking  and 
Paris  cafes  don't  serve  corned  beef 
and  cabbage.  Remember  the  post- 
card of  London  Bridge?  Well,  Rosie 
had  a cold  last  week.  I look  in  her 
straw  suitcase  and  here's  the  thing 
full  of  tiny  packages  all  done  up  in 
ribbons  for  everyone  the  lady  ever 
knew,  I guess.  I see  some  statuettes 
of  the  Eiffel  Tower  thru  the  paper  and 
I'll  bet  some  one's  cousin  will  be 
tickled  with  these  dust  collectors. 
Every  once  in  a while  I hear  her  say 
parlee  vu  or  may  we.  The  kids  take 
it  all  in  but  I see  the  mousy  man 
having  a last  look  around  before  he 
goes  into  the  service  again.  Poor 
stooge,  he'll  wear  that  Alpine  hat 
she's  bringing  him  or  else. 

"These  next  two  is  a couple  that 
just  can't  keep  their  eyes  off  one 
another.  She  screws  her  head  around 
and  up  and  stares  at  this  wishy-washy 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Eleven 


JUST  FINDING  OUT? 

A woman  is  impossible 
To  try  to  comprehend — 

While  being  kissed  she  will  insist 
She  wants  you  for  a "Friend”. 

But  when  you  take  her  at  her  word 
And  find  somebody  new, 

She,  wondering  why  you've  passed 
her  by. 

Re-sets  her  snares  for  you. 

— "The  Drexerd” 


"Say,  I hear  you  lost  your  job. 
Why  did  the  foreman  fire  you?” 

"You  know  what  a foreman  is — 
he's  the  one  who  stands  around  and 
watches  his  men  work.” 

"What's  that  got  to  do  with  it?” 
"Why,  he  got  jealous  of  me. 
People  thought  I was  the  foreman.” 


One  little  look. 

One  little  glance. 

One  little  sigh — 

And  one  big  chance. 

He  heard  the  sigh. 

He  caught  the  glance. 

He  was  no  fool. 

He  took  the  chance. 

— "Pell-Mell” 


And  then  there's  the  girl  who  was 
so  dumb  she  thought  Vat  69  was  the 
Pope's  telephone  number. 


Father  (reprovingly) : ' 'Do  you  know 
what  happens  to  liars  when  they  die?” 
Johnny;  "Yes,  sir.  They  lie  still.” 


College:  "You  walk  as  if  you  own 
the  street.” 

Pedestrian;  "You  drive  as  if  you 
own  the  car.” 


" — and  for  gawd's  sake  stop  hissing 
through  your  teeth.” 


"When  I was  young,  a boy  and 
girl  had  to  have  a real  case  before 
they  could  kiss.” 

"Gawd,  man,  it  just  takes  a half 
pint  of  this  synthetic  stuff  today.” 
—"Pell-Mell” 


Junior:  "Let's  teach  that  dumb 
blonde  the  difference  between  right 
and  wrong.” 

Senior:  "You  teach  her  what's 
right.” 


Lydia  had  four  children  and  named 
them  Eenie,  Meenie,  Minie,  and 
Edgar;  because  she  didn't  want  no 
Moe. 


Rock  a bye  baby 
On  a tree  top. 

Don't  you  fall  out 
It's  a hell  of  a drop. 

— "Log” 


He  rocked  the  boat 
Did  Ezra  Shank! 

These  bubbles  mark 
o 

o 

o 

o 

Where  Ezra  sank. 

—"Pell-Mell” 


Vice 
Is  nice. 

But  a little  virtue 
Won't  hurt  you. 


1st  prof:  "They  tell  me  your  course 
is  a great  success.  Now  I just  can't 
get  people  to  go  to  mine.  What  is 
the  secret?” 

2nd  prof:  "That's  easy.  Courses 
should  be  obscene  and  not  heard.” 


Twelve 
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"From  now  on — I'm  offa  Kappas!" 


"No,  Miss  Regan,  a neckerchief  is  not  the  head  of 
a sorority." 


— "Covered  Wagon” 


"I  think  those  Papanickolas  children  are 
Delta  Alpha  Mu  Nu  little  Beta  Rho  Alpha  Tau  Sigmas! 


NIGHTMARE  OF  A ROLL-BOOK 

It  was  Paul  at  the  zoo  and  the  Muncks  were  teasing 
the  Kuhn.  The  animals  always  make  trouble  for  the 
Keefer;  last  year  it  was  the  Wolf  that  Broughton  the 
trouble.  Sometimes  the  Keefer  Shutz  one  of  the  Byrds. 
He  is  kindly  though,  and  he  will  Mullet  over  for  a long 
time  before  he  will  Peffer  them  with  Beebes.  (He  used 
to  be  a Baker  and  he  is  a Jewell  of  a Cooke.)  Once 
he  caught  a man  giving  Boose  to  the  animals  and  he 
yelled,  "Hay,  Hewitt  the  Boose!  Hoover  goodness  sake 
do  you  think  you  are,  Duling  that  to  the  animals?  I 
thought  I would  Meade  up  with  you  if  I Waited  Long 
enough." 

"I  was  just  giving  these  Beers  to  the  cow,"  replied 
the  man;  "they  are  Hearn  aren't  they?” 

"Yourtee  one  that  Meeks  all  the  trouble  around  here," 
said  the  Keefer.  "The  Fisher  all  upset  because  of  the 
Small  Sachs  of  Clay  you  put  in  the  Poole.  Now  you 
Vaiden  the  Hall  while  I Curry  the  horses,  and  I'll  Speake 
to  you  later  about  this." 

The  man  knew  in  his  Hart  that  he  had  not  done  a 
Gude  thing,  so  leaped  over  the  Wahl  and  escaped,  re- 
solving that  thereafter  he  would  try  to  be  a Eierman. 

— J.  H. 


"Waitress,  what's  wrong  with  these  eggs?" 

"I  don't  know;  I only  laid  the  table." 

— "Bored  Walk" 


She:  "Don't  you  love  driving?" 

He;  "Yes,  but  wait  until  we  get  off  the  campus." 


The  drunk  tottered  along  the  curb.  Several  times  he 
slipped  off  into  the  gutter.  Each  time  he  clambered  on 
the  sidewalk  again. 

"Long  stairway,"  he  muttered. 


Reformer:  "Son,  you  must  conquer  yourself.  Why 
I conquered  myself  when  I was  about  your  age." 

Heller:  "Well,  boss.  I'm  a harder  man  to  lick  than 
you  are." 

— "Yale  Record"  "State's  a little  low  on  material  this  year," 
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Thirteen 


He's  so  dumb  he  thinks  stagnation 
is  a country  for  men  only. 

■ — ■' 'Widow" 


Anita:  "Gosh,  you're  dumb!  Why 
don't  you  get  an  enclyclopedia?" 
Edith:  "The  pedals  hurt  my  feet." 

— "Red  Cat" 


It  hasn't  been  proved  that  a cannon 
shot  will  cause  enough  vibration  in 
the  air  to  make  it  rain,  but  a shot-gun 
has  brought  on  many  a shower. 

— "Drexerd" 


Customer:  "I  would  like  some  baby 
diapers.  How  much  are  they?" 

Saleslady:  "We  have  some  for 
$1.00  a dozen." 

Customer:  "Fine,  I'll  take  a dozen." 

Saleslady  (wrapping  up  package): 
"These  are  now  $1.02.  Two  cents 
is  for  the  tax." 

Customer:  "Never  mind  the  tacks. 
I'll  use  safety  pins." 

— "Mis-a-Sip" 


Probably  the  shortest  book  ever 
written  would  be  "Who's  Who  in 
Germany." 

— "Gargoyle" 


“Unfrock  a lady  and  you  may 
find  raspberry-colored  lingerie — 
or  misty  green  or  dull  blue.” 

— "Vogue" 

Or  a slap  in  the  face. — (Ed.) 


Scene:  Beach  at  Atlantic  City. 

The  gentleman  slaps  his  lady 
friend  heavily  on  the  back. 

"I  killed  it!"  he  cries. 

"Killed  what?' ' shedemands  angrily . 

"That  mosguito  on  your  back, 
what'd  you  think?" 

"Why  you  cast-iron  dumbbell,  that 
was  no  mosguito,  that's  my  bathing- 
suit." 


Co-ed:  "Where  is  Elsie?" 

House  Mother:  "I  don't  know;  she 
went  to  the  library." 


"Are  you  going  to  the  dance  stag, 
or  sober?" 

— "Yellow  Jacket" 


College  is  for  fools  like  me. 
But  only  Dad  can  pay  the  fee. 


First  bottle  of  sour  milk:  "Come 
on,  let's  neck." 

Second  bottle  of  sour  milk:  "Yeh, 
let's  go  curdle  in  the  Corner." 

- — "Log" 


Monosyllabicism 

Wet 

Eyes 

Get 

Guys. 


-"Pell-Mell" 


Fourteen 
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"Mind  if  I smoke?" 


STRONG  MEN  CURSE . . . 

By  G.  Baedecker  Eirman 

The  College  Park  Terrific  Tour  and  Tolerable  Travel  Co.,  Inc. 
Announces  Its  New  Sinteresting  Spring  Schedule.  (Adv.) 


IT'S  time  for  you  to  take  a spring 
vacation,  the  hills  and  rills  of 
nature's  own  paradise  are  calling 
you.  See  College  Park  at  its  best. 

Do  you  feel  sluggish,  do  you  have 
trouble  getting  the  shoe  on  your 
right  foot,  do  the  screams  of  children 
and  the  snoring  of  sinus  victims  give 
your  favorite  toothpowder  a mushy 
taste  you  never  experienced  before? 
My  friend,  you  need  a rest.  Get 
away  from  the  riotous  living  and  dis- 
sipation of  Chemistry  lectures,  don't 


be  a sacrifice  on  the  altar  of  educa- 
tion. Get  out  and  see  LIFE. 

Now  we  have  some  gripping,  soul- 
stiffening  trips  for  you  to  take.  Do 
you  like  the  mountains?  We  have 
just  the  thing.  The  highest  and  most 
ambitious  peak  in  the  East  is  at  your 
disposal.  Climb  the  heights  of  A & S 
Mountain,  hiking  parties  every  day 
beginning  at  8:10  A.M.  and  contin- 
uing every  hour  until  5 o'clock. 
This  is  a climb  you  will  never  forget, 
women  weep  and  strong  men  curse 


silently  (well,  not  real  loud)  as  they 
near  the  top  of  nature's  handiwork. 
You  too  can  see  the  famous  prison 
towers  where  thousands  have  been 
tortured  in  a living  death. 

Or  do  you  prefer  the  seashore,  the 
wild  waves,  and  the  soft  beach.  We 
can  satisfy  you.  Just  hop  a boat  to 
the  Plains  of  Drill  Field  and  see 
the  sea-lover's  heaven.  Miles  and 
miles  of  nothing  but  water  and  marsh. 
Now  is  the  time  to  see  the  Plains  at 
their  very  best.  The  tide  is  high,  the 
fisherman  are  out  in  their  colorful 
khaki  dress,  the  rivers  and  brooks  on 
the  hillsides  are  overflowing.  Take 
off  your  shoes  and  stockings  and  have 
a real  good  wading  party. 

But  maybe  you  prefer  the  night 
life,  the  bright  life,  the  sound  of  music 
and  soft  songs  in  the  air.  That  is 
our  special  for  the  season.  Come  to 
Margie  Brent  Recreation  Night 
Club.  There,  every  evening  until 
the  wee,  small  hours  (7:30,  that  is, 
unless  Miss  Course  turns  the  lights 
out  a little  early)  you  can  find 
Music  (the  radio),  Balmy  Breezes 
(opened  windows).  Plenty  to  drink 
(water  fountain  in  the  hall),  and 
Sparkling  Entertainment  (ping- 
pong).  What  a trip! 

These  are  only  a few  of  the  out- 
standing wonders  of  the  universe 
that  we  have  to  offer  you.  Just 
write  to  Miss  Alma  Prinkert,  Registrar, 
and  she  will  send  you  one  of  our  com- 
plete, paperbound,  all  inclusive  guide 
catalogues.  Get  your  tickets  from 
Mr.  H.  C.  Casbarian,  in  the  Adminis- 
tration Building,  69  Vat  Street. 

The  glories  of  Maryland's  Playland 
are  open  to  you.  See  life  in  all  its 
color  and  dash.  See  life  as  you 
never  saw  it  before!! 

"Do  co-eds  really  like  conceited 
men  better  than  others?" 

Co-ed:  "What  others?" 

— "Buccaneer" 
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THE  DESECU- 
TIVE  COUNCIL 

(Being  a true  record  of  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  last  meeting — dedi- 
cated to  all  would-be  campus  moguls.) 

The  scene  is  the  Board  Room  of  the 
Library.  The  members  of  the  Council 
are  seated  around  the  table  in  ex- 
pectant attitudes — all  but  Mullett, 
who  is  busy  pacing  the  floor.  Every 
now  and  then  he  takes  out  his  watch, 
looks  at  it,  and  then  puts  it  back  in  his 
pocket. 

As  the  curtain  opens,  Walton  and 
Surgent  start  spring  football  practice 
in  the  middle  of  the  table.  Shutz 
practices  hurdling  over  one  of  the 
chairs.  Suddenly  the  door  opens 
and  Muncks  strides  in. 

Hobbs:  "All  stand  and  praise 
President  Muncks."  (Council  heils 
Muncks.) 

Muncks:  "Thank  you,  my  friends." 
Mullett:  "Now  we  can  meet!  I 
have  five  other  meetings  to  go  to 
tonight;  Livestock  Club,  Grange, 
Home  Ec  Club,  Methodist  Club,  and 
Swimming  Club." 

Muncks:  "Get  off  the  table,  you 
mugs.  (Surgent  and  Walton  climb 
down  and  meekly  take  their  places.) 
"The  meeting  will  come  to  order. 
Secretary  read  the  minutes." 
Hobbs:  "Ain't  no  minutes." 
Muncks:  "Well  remember  to  take 
them  this  time;  the  Diamondback 
needs  them  for  copy." 

Wheeler:  "Since  there  are  no  min- 
utes I move  we  adjourn." 

All:  "Second  the  motion." 

Muncks:  "You  can't  adjourn.  The 
constitution  says  we  have  to  meet 
for  at  least  an  hour.  Besides  I 
want  to  appoint  some  new  com- 
mittees." 

Hearn:  "Whatever  they  are,  I want 
the  lead." 

Muncks:  "I  wish  to  add  that  I think 
committees  have  their  place  in 
student  life.  Take  for  example  the 
Student  Life  Committee." 
Broughton:  "You  take  it." 
Mullett:  (Pouting)  "All  they  ever 
did  was  to  abolish  houseparties." 
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Wheeler : (Nodding  in  his  chair) 
"Well,  appoint  more  committees. 
I'm  sleepy."  (Falls  asleep.) 

Surgent:  "The  Diamondback  said 
the  faculty  was  going  to  guit 
cribbing.  I think  it's  a shame. 
They  ought  to  get  some  fun  outa 
life.  Parsimonious  pedagogical  old 
pa — " (he  nods). 

Pitzer:  "Wake  up,  Mike.  They're 
only  going  to  stop  the  students  from 
cribbing." 

Surgent:  (belligerently)  "Whyn't 
somebody  tell  me?” 

James:  "Let's  get  down  to  business. 
I'd  like  to  suggest  a new  system 
for  rushing.  Let  the  sororities 
rush  the  boys  for  fraternities  and 
the  fraternities  rush  the  girls  for 
sororities.  I'm  certain  Sigma  Nu 
would  rush  for  us,  wouldn't  they, 
Logan?"  (Schutz  stammers,  turns 
red,  tries  to  speak,  but  finally 


subsides  into  silence.) 

Lowry:  "I  know  the  Alpha  Tau 
Omegas  would  rush  for  the 
Kappas." 

Muncks:  "Your  suggestion  is  good, 
Muriel.  I'll  take  Dean  Stamp  up 
with  it  ...  I mean---” 

Broughton:  "I  think  we  should  do 
something  about  cheating.  Every 
other  organization  on  campus  has 
discussed  it.  Even  ODK  has  ideas 
on  the  subject,  and  they  don't 
often  have  ideas  about  anything." 
(Shutz  softly  mutters  and  growls.) 

Muncks:  "Well,  what  can  we  do?" 

Lowry:  "I  move  we  adopt  a plan 
to  abolish  cheating  on  the  campus." 

James:  "Second  it." 

Muncks:  "Is  there  any  discussion?" 

Shutz : "I  don't  think  we  can  abolish 
cheating.  If  we  do,  all  our  athletes 
will  flunk  out  and  where  will 
(Continued  on  page  19) 


"Now  will  you  vote  for  me?" 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


REVENGE  IN  HAITI 


■^EDRO  watched  the  man  he  had 
± pushed  off  the  parapet.  He 
didn't  seem  to  fall  very  fast.  To 
Pedro,  it  was  a matter  of  minutes 
before  the  body  battered  into  the 
foliage  several  hundred  feet  below. 

Then  Pedro  turned  and  walked 
away,  his  boots  clumping  on  the 
century  old  stones  of  Christophe's 
castle. 

Overhead,  the  violet-blue  sky  of 
Haiti  hung  low  over  the  island,  and 
met  the  bay  in  a great  sweep  of  color. 

Christophe's  castle  was  not  a 
pleasant  place  to  be,  with  evening 
coming  on.  Pedro  remembered  the 
stories  he  had  often  heard  of  Haiti's 
old  tyrant  ruler.  How  he  had  built 
the  mighty  stone  structure  as  a 
defense  against  invaders;  how  he 
forced  the  natives  to  carry  great 
cannons  up  the  steep  slope — shooting 
off  every  tenth  man  if  the  line  of 
men  balked;  until  finally  two  men 
were  left  to  pull  the  cannon  to  the 
fortress. 

Before  he  descended  the  stone  steps 
in  the  castle,  Pedro  looked  again  at 
the  sweep  of  unwalled  plateau  that 
was  the  top  of  the  castle.  Emperor 
Christophe,  to  show  visitors  how  good 
his  discipline  was,  would  march 
his  men  around  the  top;  and  not  tell 
them  halt  when  they  came  to  the 
edge — and  the  whole  company  of 
soldiers  would  march  into  empty 
space,  to  die  on  the  rocks,  hundreds 
of  feet  down.  And  in  one  of  these 
exhibitions,  one  of  the  soldiers  was 
caught  in  a tree,  and  wasn't  killed. 
But  knowing  what  his  fate  would  be, 
he  obediently  climbed  to  the  castle 
top  again,  and  marched,  alone,  off 
the  edge. 

Pedro  descended  the  dark  steps. 
He  thought  that  probably  he  would 
have  made  a good  Christophe.  He 
had  no  gualms  whatsoever  in  pushing 
Antonio  off  the  parapet.  Of  course, 
Antonio  deserved  it.  Any  man  that 
kissed  another  man's  woman  deserved 


By  ED 

to  be  pushed  off.  Pedro  frowned  to 
himself;  called  Antonio  terrible  things 
under  his  Spanish  breath. 

He  decided  he  would  go  around  and 
search  the  underbrush  for  Antonio's 
body.  He  wanted  to  see  what  it 
looked  like,  all  broken  and  bleeding. 
He  would  kick  it,  and  turn  on  his 
heel  and  stalk  back  to  Cape  Hatian, 
where  his  boat  was  waiting. 

Revenge  was  sweet  indeed.  He 
would  carry  the  story  back  to  Cuba 
and  tell  it  to  Carlita,  and  her  great 
black  eyes  would  glow  at  his  bravery. 

Pedro  was  strutting,  when  he  was 
in  open  air  again.  Now  he  would 
find  Antonio's  body.  He  tramped  his 
way  through  the  thick  growth  of 
tropical  underbrush,  from  time  to 
time  looking  up  at  the  wall  of  stone, 
to  see  from  where  Antonio  had  fallen. 

It  was  a good  idea  of  his,  following 
Antonio  to  Haiti,  and  chosing  this 
glorious  spot  to  do  away  with  him. 
The  whole  thing  satisfied  Pedro's 
sense  of  romantic  gallantry. 

But  the  thick,  tropic  night  was 
coming  in  from  the  bay,  and  it  was 
getting  too  dark  to  see.  Pedro  had 
to  give  up  his  search,  and  was  forced 
to  satisfy  his  bloodthirstiness  with 
vivid  imaginary  pictures  of  the  state 
of  poor  Antonio. 

He  made  his  way  down  the  steep 
path  that  led  to  the  village,  deeply 
involved  in  thought.  "He's  probably 
all  busted  into  little  pieces,"  said 
Pedro  to  himself,  "and  strewn  all  over 
the  trees  and  ground.  Or  maybe  his 
head  stuck  on  a limb — like  an  apple 
on  a stick.  Dog  of  a dog."  He 
grinned  to  himself  in  the  night; 
happy  at  his  cruelty.  "I  am  like 
Christophe,"  he  thought.  "I  could 
rule  these  people."  He  struck  at  the 
air  with  an  imaginary  whip.  "I 
teach  a man  not  to  hold  my  woman." 

It  was  guite  a while  before  he 
reached  Cape  Hatian.  He  went 
immediately  to  a saloon,  and  ordered 
rum.  People  looked  at  this  strange 


little  brown  man — wondered  what 
the  light  was  in  his  black  eyes;  and 
why  he  had  the  secretive  smile  that 
just  showed  his  fine  white  teeth. 

Pedro  mused  over  his  glass.  The 
rum  was  warming  him;  alcohol  made 
a giant  of  his  small  stature.  He 
fancied  that  he  presented  a fierce 
picture,  sitting  there  alone  at  a table, 
glaring  into  his  glass  of  rum. 

Then  he  began  to  wonder  about 
Antonio;  wondered  why  he  didn't 
find  him.  The  story  of  Christophe's 
soldier  came  back  into  his  mind. 
Suppose  Antonio,  like  the  soldier, 
were  caught  safely  in  a tree — and 
had  climbed  down  to  safety. 

Pedro  clenched  his  fists;  looked 
suddenly  around  the  bar-room,  in  a 
furtive  thought  that  maybe  Antonio 
would  have  entered.  But  he  wasn't 
there. 

Then  the  fire  of  Pedro's  imagina- 
tion, well  stoked  with  rum,  began  to 
get  away  with  him. 

Suppose  Antonio  should  have  es- 
caped; gone  down  to  the  sea,  and 
sped  away  in  a ship,  under  cover 
of  night.  And  then,  when  Pedro 
should  have  returned  to  Cuba,  puffed 
up  with  pride  at  his  deed  of  revenge 
— there  would  be  Antonio  and  Carlita 
in  his  house. 

The  thought  was  too  much  for  him. 
He  leaped  up,  flinging  his  empty 
glass  on  the  floor.  What  would 
Christophe'  have  done?  Then  sud- 
denly, he  was  Christophe. 

He  strode  to  the  bar. 

"Quart  of  rum,"  he  said,  slapping 
his  money  on  the  counter. 

A few  people  looked  blearily  up 
at  him  and  away.  Funny  little 
Spaniard  excited  about  something. 
The  door  closed  behind  him. 

Pedro  started  up  the  mountain  side, 
his  guart  of  rum  in  one  hand;  a huge 
pine  torch  in  the  other. 

"First  I find  if  he  has  gone.  Then — 
then — oh  I show  that  man  . . 

{Continued  on  page  19) 
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WE'VE  LEARNED  THE  5ECRET0F 
PIPE  JOy  EARiy— PRINCE  ALBERT!' 
rr'5  QUAUTV  TOBACCO— NO  BITE/ . 
NO  RAWNESS,  JU^T  MILD, 
MEUOWTASTy  SMOKING! 


Copyright. 1938,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co 

P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  cf  the  t'-bacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a mo..th  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co'-<-i-.nv.  Winston-Salem.  N.C. 


Prince 

Albert 

THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


50 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2*oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


"What  is  home  without  a mother?"  asked  the  good- 
looking  young  man. 

"Well,"  replied  the  sweet  young  thing,  "1  am  tonight." 


The  best  boycott  against  Japan  would  be  for  the 
women  to  stop  buying  silk  hose,  for  one  month.  Japan 
would  be  out  on  a bare  limb,  so  to  speak. 

— Bored  Walk 


Manager:  Are  you  sure  you  are  qualified  to  lead 
a swing  band? 

Applicant:  Absolutely.  I've  had  two  nervous  break- 
downs; was  shell-shocked  in  France,  and  I live  in  an 
apartment  above  which  live  a family  with  twelve  noisy 
children. 


"Didja  shee  me  come  in  that  door?" 

"Yes." 

"Never  show  me  before  in  your  life,  didja?” 
"Nope." 

"Then  howja  know  it  was  me?" 


Stag:  I can't  see  why  you  stayed  outside  so  long  with 
such  a splendid  dancer  as  William. 

Drag:  Well,  he's  showed  me  some  new  steps — and 
we  sat  on  them. 

— Red  Cat 


Little  Rollo,  full  of  glee. 

Pushed  his  poppa  in  the  sea. 

Mother  said  with  look  malicious, 

"You  naughty  brat,  you'll  kill  the  fishes." 


THE  ABSENT-MINDED  PROFESSOR 

He  got  up  in  the  morning  and  brushed  his  teeth  with 
the  tooth  paste,  and  shaved  with  the  shaving  cream. 
At  breakfast,  he  poured  the  syrup  on  the  pancakes  and 
scratched  his  back.  He  kissed  his  wife  goodbye,  and 
slammed  the  door.  He  petted  the  neighbor's  dog,  and 
said  hello  to  the  neighbor's  wife.  When  it  started  to 
rain,  he  had  his  umbrella  with  him. 

"Hell,"  he  said,  "I  guess  I'm  getting  absent-minded. 
I forgot  I was  in  a college  comic." 
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‘JcuncfUA  T^eutd-uraven 

\anoicd  /tcr^DLD  MEXICO 


To  Order 

send  an  outline  of 
the  foot  and  men- 
tion shoe  size. 
Specify  your 
choice,  WHITE 
or  STEERHIDE 


Here’s  the  latest  thing  on  ANY 
campus.  Smart,  practical,  dif- 
ferent. The  Authentic  Huarache, 
woven  by  Indian  Huaracheros  of 
natural  color  steerhide  or  pure 
white  leather  (Both  types  pic- 
tured above.)  Ideal  for  campus 
wear,  sports,  hiking  or  just  loaf- 
ing, indoors  or  out.  Soft  pliable 
leather,  low  heels  and  loose  heel 
straps  make  this  the  most  comfor- 
table sandal  you  have  ever  worn. 

Why  not  enjoy  their  smart  oriefnallty 
this  summer? 


ONLY 


$3.75 


MR 


DELIVERED  IMMEDIATELY 
NEATLY  BOXED— POSTPAID 


Ik  OLD  MEXICO  SHOP 

SANTA  FE--  NEW  MEXICO 


BOB  BAKER'S  EXPLANATION— 

Though  Life  goes  on  from  day  to  day 
The  Muse  in  me  is  dead; 

Everything  I wont  to  soy 
Somebody  else  has  said. 


"How  do  you  keep  your  roommate  from  reading 
your  moil?" 

"Nothing  to  it;  I just  stick  the  letters  in  his  books." 

— Buccaneer 


He:  Do  you  know  what  a Sigma  Nu  breakfast  is? 
She:  No,  what? 

He:  A bulldog,  a steak,  and  a quart  of  whiskey. 
She:  But  what's  the  bulldog  for? 

He:  To  eat  the  steak. 


LIQUID  NOTES 

Visitor:  Why  does  your  butler  always  whistle  when 
he  shakes  the  cocktails? 

Hostess:  My  orders.  It's  the  only  way  I can  be  sure 
he  isn't  drinking. 


Dear  Jack, 

I just  read  in  the  paper  that  students  who  don't 
smoke  make  better  grades  than  those  who  do.  Love, 

Dad. 

Dear  Dad, 

I hove  thought  about  it.  But  truthfully,  I would  rather 
make  a "B"  and  have  the  enjoyment;  in  fact  I would 
rather  smoke  and  drink  and  make  a "C".  Furthermore, 
I would  rather  smoke  and  drink  and  neck  and  make  a 
"D".  Love, 

Jack. 

Dear  Jack, 

I'll  break  your  neck  if  you  flunk  anything.  Love, 

Dad. 

— Yellow  Jacket 


She:  No,  we  mustn't!  Didn't  you  know  the  Deans 
decided  to  stop  necking? 

He:  Aw,  heck.  The  first  thing  you  know,  they'll  be 
wanting  the  students  to  stop  too. 

— Puppet 


"Yes,"  said  J.  B.  E.,  "When  I first  came  here  I was 
pretty  conceited,  but  they  knocked  all  that  out  of  me, 
and  now  I'm  one  of  the  best  fellows  in  college. 


VOCABULARY 

The  lunch  counter  man  had  ambitions  to  better  his 
station  in  life,  and  secured  employment  in  a fashionable 
jewelry  store.  His  first  customer  was  a woman  who 
asked  to  see  a lady's  wrist  watch. 

The  fellow  bawled  lustily:  "One  Waterbury  on  a 
handcuff,  female!" 

A second  customer  wanted  to  see  some  matched 
pearl  necklaces. 

"I've  got  just  what  you  want,"  declared  the  salesman. 
"Fifty  oyster  growths  on  a rope!  Line  'em  up!  Who's 
next?" 

"I  want  a ring,"  stated  the  third  customer.  "Engage- 
ment ring,  platinum,  with  diamond  about  two  carats." 

"Coming  up,"  announced  the  salesman.  "One  tin 
shackle  with  a glass  eye — two  vegetables!" 
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REVENGE  IN  HAITI 

(Continued  from  page  16) 

Pedro  was  talking  through  clenched 
teeth.  He  waved  his  torch  wildly, 
and  his  gigantic  shadow  dodged  and 
loomed  around  in  the  foliage.  The 
way  was  treacherously  steep,  and  the 
progress  was  slow.  Pedro  augmented 
his  strength  and  ferocity  with  frequent 
swallows  from  the  rum  bottle. 

Old  Emperor  Christophe  never 
walked  Hatian  ground  with  more 
hate  in  his  firey  blood,  than  Pedro 
did  that  night.  Ereakish  fabrications 
of  his  own  imagination  towered 
wildly  around  him. 

'T  am  Christophe  ...  I show 
him  . . ."  he  said  over  and  over  to 
himself.  And  finally  he  reached  the 
foot  of  the  castle. 

"And  if  I find  Antonio  . . he 
stamped  into  the  bushes  ...  "I  will 
beat  him  ...”  He  waved  his  torch 
around  . . . "and  I will  march  him 
up  the  steps  . . he  drank  from  his 
bottle  . . . "and  make  him  walk  off 
the  edge  . . He  thrashed  the 
underbrush,  "just  like  I do  my 
soldiers.” 

Then  he  looked  up  into  the  trees; 
he  waved  his  torch  high.  There 
just  out  of  reach  above  him  was 
Antonio  hanging,  leering  bloodily 
down  at  him. 

Pedro  stared  at  him.  The  torch 
weaved,  and  Pedro  also.  He  had 
finished  the  quart  of  rum. 

Pedro  began  to  swear  at  Antonio. 
He  swore  loudly  and  terribly  in 
Spanish.  Then  he  ordered  Antonio 
down. 

"Down,  you  yellow  dog!  I will 
show  you  not  to  defy  Christophe.” 
He  swished  his  torch  through  the  air, 
in  a shower  of  sparks.  "Down,  dog, 
1 say!” 

Pedro  saw  Antonio  come  down 
out  of  the  tree.  He  turned  and 
ordered  Antonio  to  march  in  front 
of  him,  and  he  followed,  waveringly 
to  the  castle  door. 

"Up  the  stairs,”  he  shouted,  his 


voice  hoarse  with  rum.  There  was 
silence  all  around  him  as  he  started 
up  the  stairs;  the  silence  was  of  his 
army  and  his  people,  stunned  with 
fear;  standing  ready  to  do  his  will. 
Pedro  turned  in  the  middle  of  the 
stone  steps,  and  loudly  ordered  his 
army  to  follow  him.  He  ordered  his 
people  to  keep  silence.  He  ordered 
Antonio  to  hurry.  Then  he  went  up 
the  winding  steps,  muttering  at  his 
victim. 

On  the  roof,  the  night  was  very 
black,  and  Pedro  stood  in  the  circle 
of  flickering  red  light  from  his  torch. 
"Now,  Antonio,”  he  shouted,  his 
heavy-lidded  eyes  trying  to  peer  into 
the  darkness  outside  of  the  torch 
light.  "Now  march!” 

Pedro  walked  menacingly  forward 
and  shook  the  torch.  "March 
straight  ahead.”  He  drew  himself 
up;  heard  fhe  rustle  of  admiration 
from  his  army  behind  him,  and 
fhrew  out  his  chest.  He  teetered  on 
the  edge  of  the  parapet,  and  then 
with  a cry  of  horror,  plunged  over 
info  space.  Sfill  clutching  his  torch, 
he  fell  in  a spiral  of  red  flame,  down, 
down,  down  into  the  trees. 

He  lay  broken  on  the  ground,  and 
the  torch,  in  a last  sputter  of  death 
flame,  lit  up  the  bloody,  leering  face 
of  Antonio,  still  hanging  there  in 
the  tree. 


War  is  not  to  determine  who  is 
right  but  who  is  left. 


Second  to  boxer:  "Well,  old  man 
I'm  afraid  you're  licked  now.” 
Boxer  gazing  dizzily  across  to 
opposite  corner:  "Yeah,  I should 
have  got  him  in  the  first  round  when 
he  was  alone.” 


IN  THE 

Varis  Collections 


Just  unpacked! 

Very  chic 
gay  French  accents 
for  new  suits  and  coats. 

“The  nice  thing  about  buying 
inexpensive  clothes  at  Breslau’s 
is  that  no  one  guesses  how 
inexpensive  they  really  are.” 

Junior  and  Misses  Sizes 

CHARGE  ACCOUNTS  INVITED 


THE  DESUCTIVE  COUNCIL 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

Murland  be?” 

Muncks:  "Oh  there're  lots  of  little 
matters  the  faculty  has  always 
cooperated  in.  I'll  see  Williams 
and  Eppley.” 

Davis:  "Well,  we  could  abolish  the 
Diamondback— or  is  it  abolished 
already?” 

Wheeler:  (Waking  with  a start) 
"We  can't  do  that!  My  picture 
hasn't  been  in  the  Hall  of  Eame 
yet!” 

Mullett:  "I  think  the  publications 
ought  to  quit  printing  jokes  about 
fraternity  men  drinking.  It  isn't 
only  fraternity  men  that  drink.  Any- 
one would  think  it's  only  fraternity 
men  that  drink.” 

Boose:  "Weren't  we  abolishing?” 

Curry:  (Lifting  her  great,  sad  eyes) 
"I  move  we  abolish  the  Desecutive 
Council.” 

Surgent  shoots  out  the  lights. 


Twenty 


THE  OLD  LINE 


LOST  LIGHT 

By  BILL  INGRAHAM 

Maybe  the  blue  light  had  something  to  do  with  it. 

He  was  afraid.  Thoughts  tumbled  through  his 
brain  like  a waterfall. 

Alone  in  the  dark,  the  rank  odor  of  rotting  dock- 
refuse  and  the  sting  of  the  harbor  air  flooding  his 
nostrils,  he  trembled. 

What  if  the  dock-watchman  should  find  him?  He 
might  shoot  and  ask  guestions  later.  At  the  very  least 
he  would  probably  turn  him  over  to  the  police — and 
they  would  probably  beat  him  again.  The  thought  of 
that  rubber  hose  and  the  ugly  sergeant's  heavy  fist 
made  him  shiver  the  more. 

. . . Maybe  he  had  tried  to  steal  some  canned  food 
from  that  uptown  warehouse — yes,  and  he  probably 
would  have  gotten  away  with  it,  too,  if  he  had  had  the 
courage  to  run  when  the  watchman  turned  his  light 
on  him — but  a man  can't  be  brave  on  a three-days- 
empty  stomach — so  he  had  just  stood  in  the  flashlight's 
circle  and  waited  while  the  watchman's  whistle  sum- 
moned help. 

His  thirty-day  suspended  sentence — the  jail  was 
already  filled  with  his  kind — had  served  only  to  darken 
the  future  more.  He  couldn't  go  back  then,  even  though 
the  kids  needed  him  after  Mary  had  died.  He  couldn't 
spoil  their  lives,  too,  especially  after  what  had  happened 
that  morning. 

How  childish  he  had  been,  to  stand  transfixed  with 
fear  while  the  police  surrounded  him  in  the  alley  where 
he  had  been  foraging,  and  later  when  they  tried  to 
beat  out  of  him  information  he  didn't  have — informa- 
tion about  the  men  who  had  held  up  the  jewelry  store 
just  around  the  corner  from  the  alley  where  he  had  been 
found. 

Why  they  let  him  go  after  twenty  hours  of  guestioning, 
he  did  not  know,  and  he  could  not  make  his  seething 
brain  care.  Maybe  it  was  because  of  the  blue  light 
that  had  appeared  before  him  the  last  time  the  sergeant 
had  hit  him.  Maybe  . . . especially  since  that  same 
light  was  bobbing  up  and  down  over  the  water,  and  on 
the  dock-piles,  and  up  among  the  cold  stars,  and  between 
the  glowing  silhouettes  of  the  city  behind  him. 

His  head  ached  . . . Mary  stood  beside  him,  telling 
him  he  would  get  a job  soon,  and  not  to  worry.  But 
she  had  become  thinner,  and  he  had  finally  gone  to 
New  York.  Then  came  the  night  that  she  went  ...  he 
had  felt  her  go,  across  all  those  miles.  The  sergeant 
was  hitting  him  again.  His  head  ached. 

The  fog-closed  throat  of  a lone  tug  hooted  once.  The 
blue  light  was  almost  below  his  feet  now,  yet  far  away, 
down  . . . Maybe  that  oihscum  wouldn't  have  any 
taste.  Anyway,  it  would  soothe  him.  It  wouldn't  be 
for  long  . . . not  for  long  . . . 


In  the  state  nuthouse,  one  of  the  squirrels  was  cracking 
a book.  The  nutkeeper  came  in  and  gandered  over  his 
shoulder,  noting  that  the  book  constituted  of  blank  pages. 

"Why,"  he  protested  to  the  nut,  "the  pages  in  this 
book  are  blank!" 

"Yes,"  the  cracked  nut  replied,  "but  it  keeps  my 
mind  occupied." 

— "Bored  Walk" 


Little  Jack  Horner 

Sat  in  a corner 

With  crib  notes  in  his  lapa 

He  opened  his  book. 

And  took  a quick  look. 

Now  he's  a Phi  Beta  Kappa. 

— "Bored  Walk" 


A lunatic  in  the  asylum  who  was  pushing  a wheel- 
barrow upside  down  was  stopped  by  a visitor  who  asked: 
"What's  the  idea?" 

"I'm  not  crazy,"  was  the  retort,  "Yesterday,  they 
filled  it  with  bricks." 


• — "Sour  Owl" 
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"My,  but  your  husband  is  a well- 
preserved  man  for  45." 

"No  wonder,  he  gets  canned  at 
every  place  he  works." 

The  Log 


Of  all  the  wondrous  things  that  is 
The  bestest  is  a star; 

It's  what  you  hitch  your  wagon  to 
Unless  she's  got  a car. 


"Why  did  they  evict  the  medical 
student  from  the  library?" 

"They  caught  him  removing  the 
appendix  from  the  book  he  was  read- 
ing." 

— Bored  Walk 


What!  Dead! 

Elaine? 

My  Elaine,  whom 

As  a youth  I 

Loved;  still  love 

With  all  of  me,  all 

That  I was  and 

Am.  Loved  and 

Love  with  unconquerable. 

Undying,  immortal 

Love. 

Dead! 

I say. 

Is  she  really? 

-J.  H. 


She  has  a queer  way  of  getting 
even  with  the  telephone  company. 
She  uses  my  car  to  knock  down  their 
poles. 


Three  freshmen  visited  a bar.  "I'll 
have  a Coca-Colo,"  said  the  first  . . . 
The  bartender  turned  to  the  second 
one.  "I'll  hove  an  orangeade,"  was 
the  order.  The  bartender  turned  to 
the  third — who  said:  "And  I'll  just 
have  a glass  of  water.  You  see,  I'm 
driving." 


SNAPPY  SERVICE 

Customer;  Give  me  two  ham  and 
egg  sandwiches. 

Waiter:  Two  ham  and  two  egg 
sandwiches. 

Customer:  No,  not  two  ham  and 
two  egg  sandwiches;  two  ham  and 
egg  sandwiches. 

Waiter  (to  cook):  Two  ham  sand- 
wiches and  an  egg  sandwich. 

Customer:  No,  not  three  sand- 

wiches; two  sandwiches,  ham  and 
eggs.  Two  sandwiches. 

Waiter  (to  cook):  An  order  of  ham 
and  eggs.  (To  customer):  What  kind 
of  sandwiches? 

Customer:  No,  no,  like  this:  First, 
make  on  egg  sandwich. 

Waiter  (to  cook):  An  egg  sand- 
wich. 

Customer:  No,  no,  no.  Not  an  egg 
sandwich. 

Waiter  (to  cook):  Hold  that  egg 
sandwich. 

Customer  Then  make  a ham  sand- 
wich. 

Waiter  (to  cook):  A ham  sandwich. 

Customer:  No,  no,  no,  no!  Not  a 
ham  sandwich. 

Waiter  (to  cook):  Hold  that  ham 
sandwich. 

Customer:  Then  when  you  have 
the  ham  and  egg  sandwiches 
made — 

Waiter:  I thought  you  said  not  to 
make  those  sandwiches. 

Customer:  Put  them  together  and 
you  have  a ham  and  egg  sandwich. 

Waiter:  Oh,  a ham  and  egg  sand- 
wich? 

Customer:  That's  right,  a ham  and 
egg  sandwich.  I wont  two  of  those. 

Waiter  (to  cook):  Two  ham  and 
egg  sandwiches. 

Cook:  Two  ham  and  two  egg 

sandwiches? 

Waiter:  No,  two  ham  and  egg 

sandwiches. 

Cook;  That  makes  four. 


Love  is  the  only  game  that  isn't 
postponed  on  account  of  darkness. 

The  Log 


Vv^ife:  Every  time  you  see  a pretty 
girl  you  forget  you're  married. 

Husband:  You're  wrong,  my  dear. 
Nothing  brings  home  the  fact  with 
so  much  force! 


"Been  drowning  your  sorrows,  I 
suppose?" 

"No,  but  I've  been  giving  them  a 
darn  good  swimming  lesson." 


"I  would  like  to  get  some  alligator 
shoes." 

"What  size  shoes  does  your  alli- 
gator wear?" 


"Dear  Clara,"  wrote  the  young 
man,  "pardon  me,  but  I'm  getting  so 
forgetful.  I proposed  to  you  last  night, 
but  really  forgot  whether  you  said 
yes  or  no." 

"Dear  Will,"  she  replied  by  note. 
"So  glad  to  hear  from  you.  I knew 
that  I had  said  no  to  somebody  last 
night  but  had  forgotten  who  it  was." 


"Here's  a man  trades  his  wife  for 
a 1936  model  car.  What  do  you  think 
of  that?" 

"I  hardly  know.  What  model  was 
she?" 


The  doctor  was  visiting  Rastus' 
wife  to  deliver  her  twelfth  offspring. 
While  riding  along  with  Rastus,  he 
saw  a duck  in  the  road. 

Doctor:  Whose  duck  is  that? 

Rastus:  That  ain't  no  duck.  That's 
a stork  with  his  legs  wore  off. 

— Buccaneer 


"Are  you  the  man  who  gave  my 
brother  a dog  last  week?" 

"I  am." 

"Well,  mother  says  to  come  and 
take  them  all  back." 
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WHIMSY 

The  other  day 
Upon  the  road  I sow 
a lovely 
horse. 

It  didn't  have  a 
toil  but  it  was 
a horse  of 
course. 

It  had  a 

kind  of  gadget  fastened 
to  its  rear 
and  it  had  six 
legs  instead  of 
four  which 

struck  me  as  kind  of  queer. 

On  its  back 

it  had  some 

wings  though 

winged  horses  are 

rare, 

When  it  opened  its  mouth 
it  made 
a 

hum  and  did  not  sound 
like  a mare. 

Since  then 

I've  seen  horses  and  horses 
But  still  I'm 
quite  at  sea, 

I wonder  if 
instead  of  a 
horse 
it  was  a 
bumblebee? 


My  room-mate  made  inquiries 
About  my  sweetheart,  Bess; 

He  asked  me:  "Is  she  a nice  girl?" 
And  I answered,  "Moralless." 

— Widow 


Many  of  the  young  Engineers  are 
spending  most  of  their  time  tinkering 
with  the  misses  in  the  motors. 


THE  TURTLE  AND  THE  FROG 

One  fine  day  a turtle  swam  up  to 
a frog  in  a lily  pond  to  pass  the  time 
away.  The  turtle,  sensing  something 
wrong,  spoke  first. 

"How  are  you,  little  frog?" 

"Terrible.  I hove  a headache  that's 
driving  me  mad." 

"Do  you  want  me  to  go  to  the  drug 
store,  Froggie,  to  get  some  aspirins? 
That  will  stop  your  headache." 

"If  you  will,"  replied  the  frog. 
With  that,  the  turtle  dove  down  deep 
into  the  water. 

Night  came,  and  there  was  no  sign 
of  the  turtle.  The  little  frog  was  in 
agony.  The  next  day  passed,  and 
then  a week,  but  the  turtle  didn't 
come  back.  The  poor  little  frog 
thought  his  head  would  split  open; 
his  headache  kept  getting  worse  and 
worse.  A month  passed,  and  another, 
and  still  the  turtle  didn't  return.  At 
the  end  of  six  months,  the  little  frog, 
dying  from  the  intense  pain  in  his 
head,  said,  "My  mother  told  me 
never  to  trust  a turtle.  They're  as  slow 
as  molasses,  they  are." 

With  that,  the  turtle  stuck  his  head 
out  of  the  water  and  said,  "O.K.,  if 
that's  the  way  you  feel  about  it,  I 
won't  go." 


"Now,  George,  are  you  quite  sure 
everything's  shut  up  for  the  night?" 

"All  that  I can  shut  up  is,  my 
dear!" 


There  was  a young  woman  named 
Minta 

Who  went  to  the  gym  in  the  winta 
She  slipped  on  the  floor 
Aind  ran  into  the  door 
Oh  my  how  the  splinters  went  into! 

This  very  same  lady  named  Minta 
She  married  a man  in  the  winta 
The  man's  name  was  Wood 
And  now  as  they  should 
The  Woods  hove  a cute  little  splinta. 


Professor  (to  engineering  class): 
What  is  a dry  dock? 

Student:  A physician  who  won't 
give  a prescription. 


If  you  find  him  a drunkard. 
Leave  him  behind. 

If  you  find  him  a student. 

Leave  him  to  grind. 

If  you  find  him  too  smooth. 
Leave  while  you  can. 

If  you  find  he's  not  one  of  these. 
Leave!  He's  my  man. 


People  who  carry  glass  bottles 
shouldn't  sit  on  stone  benches. 


The  Mayor  of  Reno,  Nevada,  states 
that  the  new  liquor  lows  must  be  en- 
forced. He  said  a city  ordinance 
states  that  no  saloon  shall  be  located 
nearer  than  300  feet  from  a church. 
He  is  giving  them  three  days  to  re- 
move the  church. 


George  Kneply:  Hey,  Charlie,  give 
me  an  example  of  wasted  energy. 

Charlie  Norton:  Yes,  sir,  telling  a 
hair-riasing  story  to  a bald-headed 
man. 

—Kirk 


Girls  when  they  went  out  to  swim 
Once  dressed  like  Mother  Hubbard, 
Now  they  have  a different  whim 
And  dress  more  like  her  cupboard. 

— Analyst 


"The  newest  definition  of  a half- 
breed  is  a fellow  with  a cold  in  one 
nostril." 


— Buccaneer 


— Punch  Bowl 
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INCIDENT  IN  RAIN 

Bess  Patterson 

It  was  the  kind  of  morning  which  makes  one  want  to 
curl  up  in  a little  ball  under  the  covers  and  sleep  and 
sleep  and  sleep.  Sally  had  an  8:20.  That  alone  was 
enough  to  make  her  feel  like  one  of  the  original  Christian 
martyrs;  but  that  was  not  all. 

Sally  pulled  her  coat  collar  higher  around  her  neck 
as  she  slammed  the  door  of  the  Tri  Gamma  Pi  house 
behind  her  and  started  up  the  hill. 

It  was  a pale  and  haggard  day.  The  sky  had  dark 
circles  under  its  eyes,  and  looked  as  if  it  were  going  to 
cry.  A frowsy  little  sparrow,  perched  on  a low  branch, 
opened  its  beak  for  its  morning  song,  but  decided  it 
was  not  worth  the  effort,  and  yawned  instead.  The  road 
stretched  on  and  on. 

Trudging  through  puddles,  Sally  decided  grimly  that 
the  philosopher  who  originated  the  old  proverb,  "you 
can't  win,"  was  absolutely  right.  Classes  until  4:10, 
no  lunch  hour;  assignments  unprepared — Sally  felt  that 
gloomy  glumness — so  fatal  to  students;  so  common  in 
the  spring. 

And  then  guite  suddenly  she  heard  someone  calling 
her  name.  She  turned  and  stood  rooted  to  the  spot. 
He  was  approaching.  He  did  not  walk  as  ordinary 
beings  do,  but  seemed  to  glide.  Nearer  he  came,  and 
nearer,  with  breath-taking  speed.  When  he  was  guite 
close,  he  stopped.  Sally  looked.  Their  eyes  met. 
With  a flash  of  intuition,  she  knew  what  he  was  thinking. 
It  was  all  so  unexpected  that  she  could  think  of  nothing 
to  say,  so  she  stood  and  waited. 

She  could  see  that  he  was  trying  to  speak,  and  she 
knew  that  she  wanted  to  hear  those  three  little  words 
more  than  anything  else  in  the  world.  No  longer  did 
the  day  seem  dreary  to  Sally.  Rain  and  puddles  were 
nothing  to  her  now.  Her  shining  eyes  gazed  into  his, 
as  she  waited  with  confident  inner  satisfaction  to  tell 
him  of  the  deep  happiness  his  words  caused  her. 

At  last  the  moment  came.  He  leaned  guietly  in  her 
direction  and  spoke, 

"Ya  wanna  ride?" 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 

S 

The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
and  specials 


COLLEGE  PARK’S  NEW 

LITTLE  TAVERN  SHOP 

famous  for 

5/  Hamburgers  5/ 

Buy  ’em  by  the  Bafi 

GOOD  COFFEE  COLD  DRINK.S  DELICIOUS  PA.STRY 

Open  All  Nite 

Also  32  Stores  in  Baltimore  and  Washington 


Faint  Heart  Ne'er  IVon  Fair  JNdy 


Nor  held  one  thereafter  for  that  matter;  so  keep 
romance  alive  v/\th  flowers  from  gude. 

Member  Florists'  Telegraph  Delivery  Association 
Florists  to  Washington  Since  1889 

FOUR  STORES  FOR  YOUR  CONVENIENCE 

Main  Store  1212  F St.  National  4276 


UNDERWOO 

CHAMPION... 

Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Building  . . . . 13th  & FSts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

(portables 
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Woodward  £5”  Loth  Rop 


loth,  llth,  F AND  G STREETS  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


ONY  5AR& 

Marionette  Qharms 

ARE  GAILY  ANIMATED 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 


SINCE  1905 


Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 


BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


Briglit  little  figures  to  dance  delightful  attendance  on 
your  every  gesture.  Gold  or  siK'er  plated. 

50/ 

Bracelets  with  5 to  8 Charms,  $3  and  .|5  Pins  or  Clips,  .11.50 
NOVELTY  JEWELRY,  AISLE  7,  FIRST  FLOOR 


A young  man  at  college  named  Breeze, 
Weighted  down  with  B.A.'s  and  Lit.D's. 
Collapsed  from  the  strain, 

Said  his  doctor,  "It's  plain 

You  are  killing  yourself  by  degrees." 

— "Wataugan" 


Personal  Service 

Why  shop  yourself  when  Miss  Eloise  Buck 
will  do  it  for  you?  She’ll  get  whatever  you 
want  from  our  complete,  up-to-the-minute 
stock  and  bring  it  straight  to  you.  Just 
take  your  shopping  list  up  to  her  in  the 
Infirmary  any  time  at  all. 

HOCIISCIIILD,  KOIIV  & €0. 


A & N TRADING  CO. 

FORMERLY  NAMED  ARMY  & NAVY  TRADING  CO.  (Same  Firm) 

8th  and  D Streets  MEt.  6608  No  Branch  Stores 

“The  House  of  Good  Habits” 

REG.  $12.75  MEN’S  AND  WOMEN’S 

RIDING  OUTFITS 


Outfit  Consists  of: 

1.  English  cut  all-leather  riding  boots  with 
form-fitting  leg  and  top  garter  straps. 
Tan  and  black.  Reg.  $7.95. 

2.  Whipcord  or  cavalry  twill  riding 
breeches  in  newest  spring  shades.  All 
have  leather  reinforced  knees.  Reg. 
$3.95. 

3.  All-leather  riding  belt  with  horseshoe 
buckle  in  tan,  cordovan  and  black. 
Reg.  50c. 

4.  Boot  hooks.  Reg.  35c. 

if  Boots  carried  in  all  sizes  and 
widths.  Three  leg  measurements: 
Small,  medium  and  large. 

if  Jodhpur  outfits  included  at  same 
price. 


Open  Evenings  Until  8 P.  M, 


ilM|M 

I lli 


$13.50  WRIGHT  & DITSON 

Tennis  Rackets 


Top-Flites 
Davis  Cup 
Austral 
Gold  Star 


Mercer  Beasley 
Title  Cup 
Bancroft 
Super  Winners 


7.95 


All  strung  especially  by  our  own 
factory  expert  stringer  in  our  own 
stringing  shop.  If  you  prefer,  we 
will  sell  you  the  frame  and  have  it 
strung  at  any  time  you  designate. 

Remember,  Sport  Center’s  6 hour 
service  on  all  racket  restringing.  All 
done  by  an  expert  trained  in  best  fac- 
tory methods,  from  $1.75  up.  Inspec- 
tion of  our  work  will  convince  you. 


IT'S  IN  THE  BAG 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

looking  bird  with  wonder  in  her  eyes. 
I was  wonderin'  why  he  didn't  try 
Carter's  Little  Liver  Pills.  Every- 
thing in  her  bags  was  fluffy  and  there 
was  still  grains  of  rice  setting  here 
and  there  among  the  fluff.  But  even 
if  Many's  Thanksgiving  parade  had 
of  walked  thru  they  wouldn't  have 
paid  no  attention.  So  I don't  call 
attention  to  the  fact  that  Old  Lady 
Hascoin's  pooch  is  back  and  tugging 
at  a corner  of  pink  satin  that's 
sticking  out  of  a trunk.  The  grand 
part  about  Love,  Sade,  is  that  even 
these  two,  who  couldn't  have  posed 
for  a vitamin  deficiency  ad,  was 
smitten  so  hard  they're  in  a world 
of  their  own  right  there  on  Pier  52. 

"So  you  see  why  I don't  mind 
staying  with  the  Port  another  twenty. 
I tell  you,  Sade,  if  you  want  the  low- 
down  on  people,  I always  say,  'It's  in 
the  bag'." 


TRACK  IT  ON  DOWN 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

morning,  several  of  the  members  of 
the  party  found  they  had  contracted 
a tropical  disease,  han  gover,  which 
is  common  to  this  area.  Much  as  we 
should  liked  to  have  stayed  and 
studied  more  of  the  native  dances, 
we  found  that  it  was  necessary  to 
return  the  affected  members  to  civil- 
ization. Late  that  afternoon  we  made 
safari. 

Eor  those  who  yearn  for  a simple, 
peasant  way  of  living,  who  long  to 
express  themselves  in  close  com- 
munion with  nature,  will  find  no 
better  spot  than  beautiful  sun-kissed 
Hyattsvania.  And  it  was  with  this 
pleasant  little  thought  in  mind  that 
we  said  good-bye  to  the  lovely  low- 
land republic. 


PLEADING 

Did  you  ever  think  how  a bird  might 
feel 

If  he  had  to  fly  without  wing? 

Did  you  ever  pity  an  opera  star 
With  mouth  open  and  nothing  to 
sing? 

Did  you  ever  feel  bad  about  bottles 
With  nary  a drop  inside? 

Did  your  heart  ever  burn  for  the 
ostrich 

That  had  no  head  to  hide? 

Did  you  ever  get  blue  'bout  the 
doughnut 

That  could  find  no  hole  to  go  'round? 
Do  you  weep  for  the  pyromaniac 
Who  has  nothing  that  he  can  burn 
down? 

Then  think  about  me  with  no  one  to 
kiss 

With  no  one  to  tell  words  divine 
And  open  your  heart  with  those  three 
little  words 

Oh  lady — please  say  you'll  be  mine. 

— G.  E. 
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That  "Chant  "Spells"E'X'P-E-R'T 


DEWEY  HUFFINE,  tobacco  auctioneer- 
like most  other  independent 
experts -smokes  Luckies... 


Dewey  H.  HUEFINE,  13  years  a tobacco  auctioneer, 
knows  tobacco  from  A to  Z.  He  says:  "I’ve  seen  what  to- 
bacco Luckies  buy,  and  so  I’ve  smoked  them  eversince  1917.” 
Sworn  records  show  that,  among  independent  tobacco 
experts  like  Mr.  Hufiine,  Luckies  have  twice  as  many  exclu- 
sive smokers  as  have  all  other  cigarettes  put  together. 

Only  Lucky  Strike  gives  you  the  finest  tobacco  plus  the 
throat  protection  of  the  "Toasting”  process  which  takes 
out  certain  harsh  irritants  found  in  all  tobacco. 


■ WITNESSED  STATEMENT  SERIES: 
Ra  D«w«y  Huffina  Hat  Smokad 

■ Luckiat  for  20  Yaart 
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MEN  WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO  BEST-  IT’S  LUCKIES  2 TO  I 


For  eight  months  now  you  have  been  given  the 
results  of  our  own  efforts — whatever  those 


results  have  been.  Now  comes  the  time  when 
you  may  see  what  you  might  have  read  if  you 
had  gone  somewhere  else.  We  have  chosen 
some  of  the  best  material  we  could  find  in  some 
of  the  best  college  magazines  we  could  find, 
compiled  it,  and  we  give  you  the  result  - the 
Exchange  Issue  of  The  Old  Line. 
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"Daughter,  your  hair  is  all  mussed  up.  Did  the  young 
man  kiss  you  against  your  will?" 

"He  thinks  he  did,  mother." 

— "Chicago  Phoenix." 

"Last  night  I had  an  awful  pain  in  my  arms." 

"Who  was  she?" 

— "Sun  Dial." 

"I  don't  want  any  callers  this  afternoon,"  said  the 
business  man  to  the  office  boy.  "If  they  say  their  busi- 
ness is  important  just  tell  them  that's  what  they  all  say." 

That  afternoon  a lady  called  and  insisted  on  seeing 
him.  "I  am  his  wife,"  she  exclaimed. 

"That's  what  they  all  say,"  said  the  office  boy. 


THAPOLOGIESH  TO  WORSHWORSH 

I shtagger  carelesh  inna  fog; 

I shtub  my  toesh  on  curshed  shills; 

'N  all  at  wunsh  I shee  a crowd, 

A hosht  of  di2zy  Daffodilsh, 

Along  the  curb,  beneath  the  eavesh 
Thumbing  their  noshes  inna  breash. 

Continuoush  ash  electric  shignsh 

In  New  Yorksh  well-known  great  white  way. 

They  bob  like  cap-lampsh  down  in  minesh. 

If  they  don't  shtand  shtill  there'll  be  hell  to  pay! 
Ten  thousand  shaw  I in  their  danshe. 

Botanic  Burlecues  on  the  pranshe. 

I've  seen  the  Burliesh  danshe,  but  they 
Outdid  the  Burliesh  from  neck  to  knee: 

No  one  could  help  be  a little  gay 
In  shuch  a sozzled  shtate  ash  me. 

I gazed  and  gazed  but  couldn't  focush — **! 
Now  itsh  a daffodil,  now  a crocush. 

Now  when  upon  my  couch  I lie 
A little  vacant,  shtill  some  shtewed, 

I think  about  that  minch  meat  pie 
And  blame  on  that  my  preshent  mood. 

Then  my  shtummick,  choked  with  pillsh 
Loops  the  loop  with  the  daffodilsh. 


Junior  Editors 


— "Drexerd." 


• • • 


a Young  Man’s  Fancy  turns 


jiack  rappt'd  in  two  jarkels 
lophano;  tlic  OUTER  jacket 
lens  from  the  BOTTOM. 


In  fad, 

In  iIk;  Sjiring 
Tlie  yotnig  man 
Himself  Itirns 
i\()l  lightly, 

Btil  lovingly 
To  the  gal  . . . 

Or  the  cigarette 
That’s  blessed  with 
Fresh  charm. 
Today’s 
Man-lnrningest 
Cigarette  is 
Donhle-mellow 
Old  Gold. 

Its  rich 

Prize  crop  tobaccos 
Are  chapcronetl 
Right  to  you 
By  a stale-jiroof 
Package  . . . 
Double-Cellophane 
Double-sealed. 
Every  Old  Gold 
You  light 
Is  exactly 
As  fresh, 

Full-llav  ored 
And  double-mellow 
As  the  minute 
It  was  made. 
Temptingly  fresh 
As  a debutante’s 
Tips! 

^ eab,  man ! 

Spring  is 
Here! 


in  on  Old  Gold  it  Hollywood  ScreeDScoops,  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  iught»  Columbia  Network,  Coaal*lo*Cuaat 


For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  . . . Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Colds 
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PRISONERS  WERE  CHAINEP,  THEN  LOWERED  THROUGH  THE 
TFUkP  DOOR  TO  LADDER  SHAFT  OF  MINE  (APPROXIMATE  PlAKXAM) 


PRISON  BUILDINGS 


P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  T obacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2>oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


Poppa  love  Mamma, 

Mamma  loved  men. 

Mamma's  in  the  graveyard, 

Papa's  in  the  pen. 

— Syracusan 


"Why  did  they  evict  the  medical  student  from  the 
library?" 

"They  caught  him  removing  the  appendix  from  the 
book  he  was  reading." 

— Pellmell 


"Let's  go  to  the  dance." 

"Naw.  Let's  go  to  the  movies." 

"You  guys  forget  that  we  hove  an  exam  tomorrow." 
"We'll  toss  a coin  then.  Heads  we  go  to  the  dance. 
Tails  we  go  to  the  movies,  and  if  it  stands  on  edge 
we'll  study." 

— Pellmell 


Student — What  are  your  terms  for  students? 
Landlady — I generally  call  them  dead  beats  and 
bums. 

— Awgwan 


Math.  Prof.:  Now  watch  the  blackboard  while  I run 
through  it  once  more. 


Young  wife:  Before  we  were  married  you  said  Mother 
could  stay  with  us  whenever  she  pleased. 

Hubby:  Yes,  but  she's  never  pleased  yet. 


"There's  something  dove-like  about  our  child." 
"Yes,  he's  pigeon-toed." 

— Pellmell 


Smart  Guy 

The  old  chiseler  limped  painfully  up 
to  the  bar  and  leaned  against  it  in  an 
attitude  of  dejection. 

"What's  the  matter?"  asked  a sym- 
pathetic friend.  "Have  an  accident?" 

"No,"  replied  the  chiseler,  "I've 
just  had  a touch  of  yoors." 

The  sympathetic  guy  scratched  his 
head.  "What's  yoors?"  he  asked. 

"I'll  take  straight  whiskey,  thanks." 

— ' 'Rammer- J ammer . ' ' 


What  Size  Coat? 

Some  freshmen  are  lazy,  a few  are 
ingenious,  and  all  of  them  like  free 
service.  The  lad  in  guestion  was  the 
original  3-in-l  combination.  It  was 
raining  when  the  class  ended  and  all 
us  guys  and  gals  (or  the  gal)  picked 
up  our  coats.  "Where's  yours?"  we 
asked  the  genius.  "Oh,  my  coat," 
he  chortled,  "that's  down  in  the 
Superintendent's  office.  It's  too  much 
trouble  to  carry  around  all  day,  so  I 
leave  it  in  the  corridor  where  some 
janitor  may  find  it,  and  at  the  end  of 
the  day  I pick  it  up  at  the  office  on 
my  way  out." 

— "Voo  Doo." 


Harvard 

We  have  never  been  able  to  resist 
the  appeal  of  a good  story  about 
Harvard.  We  were  talking  a while 
ago  with  a raconteur  who  harkened 
back  to  the  days  of  the  war.  A dollar- 


a-year  commission  had  been  formed 
to  investigate  certain  problems,  and 
in  the  commission  was  the  inevitable 
Harvard  man.  During  the  conference 
he  was  sent  out  to  make  a report  on  a 
certain  situation,  but  when  he  started 
to  deliver  it,  the  facts  were  so  garbled 
that  nobody  could  make  any  sense  of 
it.  This  went  on  for  some  minutes 
until  the  chairman,  with  an  air  of 
impatience,  rose  up  in  his  seat.  "Mr. 
Rogers,"  he  said,  "where  did  you  get 
your  education?"  "Why,  Harvard, 
sir,"  came  back  the  reply.  There  was 
a long  silence.  The  chairman  frown- 
ed a bit,  and  then  suddenly  burst  out, 
"Mr.  Rogers,  if  I were  you.  I'd  sue 
that  university." 

— "Yale  Record." 


Off  the  Chest 

We  have  often  noticed  when,  as 
spectators  in  a courtroom,  the  judge 
remarks,  as  he  looks  up  from  the 
charges  on  his  desk,  "Sir,  you  have 
been  brought  in  for  intoxication." 
And  we  always  want  to  say,  "Swell, 
let's  begin!" 

We  are  often  asked  by  various 
members  of  the  University  what  we 
think  would  go  well  with  their  purple 
and  green  sox  and  gray  shoes.  And 
we  always  want  to  say,  "Well,  hip- 
boots!" 

We  are  often  asked  why  some  girls 
are  shrinking  violets  and  wall  flowers. 
And  we'd  like  to  say,  "Because  no 
man'll  cultivate  them." 


We  are  often  asked  by  the  lounge 
arguers  what  we  think  of  their  ar- 
gument. And  we  always  want  to  say, 
"It  was  sound,  very  sound — in  fact 
there  was  nothing  but  sound  in  it." 

Ahhh,  there — they're  said! 

— "Red  Cat." 


Crusher 

A certain  bus  conductor  recently 
gave  us  a splendid  illustration  of  how 
"He  who  laughs  loudest,  laughs  last." 
Over  a distance  of  several  miles  he 
was  badgered  by  a young  mother, 
offspring  in  her  arms,  who  would  re- 
peatedly ask  him  if  the  next  stop  were 
not  her  own.  After  this  heckling  had 
continued  for  some  time,  he  tri- 
umphantly concluded  the  engage- 
ment by  saying  in  a loud,  clear  voice, 
"Here  you  are,  miss!" 

— "Princeton  Tiger." 


Ohhh! 

"Oh,  what  a strange-looking  cow!" 
exclaimed  the  sweet  young  Alpha  Phi 
from  Chicago,  "but  why  hasn't  she 
any  horns?" 

"Well,  you  see,"  explained  the 
farmer,  "some  cows  is  born  without 
horns  and  never  had  any,  and  others 
shed  theirs,  and  some  we  dehorn, 
and  some  breeds  ain't  supposed  to 
have  horns  at  all.  There's  a lot  of 
reasons  why  some  cows  ain't  got 
horns,  but  the  reason  why  that  cow 
ain't  got  horns  is  because  she  ain't  a 
cow — she's  a horse!" 

— "Rammer-Jammer." 
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Mary  had  a swimming  suit 
Quite  pretty,  I've  no  doubt. 
But  when  she  puts  herself  inside 
The  most  of  her  stays  out. 


SILENT  NIGHT 

I crept  upstairs,  my  shoes  in  hand. 
Just  as  the  night  took  wing — 

And  I saw  my  wife  four  steps  above. 
Doing  the  same  thing. 

"You  should  be  more  careful  to  pull 
your  shades  down  at  night.  Last  night 
I saw  you  kissing  your  wife." 

"Ha,  Ha,  Ha!  The  joke  is  on  you. 
I wasn't  at  home  last  night." 


Prof:  "What  is  the  greatest  Greek 

Tragedy?" 

Stude;  "Phi  Delta  Theta." 


"Have  you  any  special  prestige?" 
"Not  a drop!" 


"I  see  in  the  paper  that  a widower 
with  nine  children  out  in  Nebraska 
has  married  a widow  with  seven 
children." 

"That's  no  marriage.  That's  a 
merger." 


Teacher  (in  first  aid  class):  "What 
would  you  do  if  your  brother  were 
run  over?" 

Boy  (without  hesitation) : "Get  the 

license  number." 


"Tommy  was  such  a gentleman 
last  night." 

"Really!  What  were  you  guarrel- 
ing  about?" 


SORORITY 

30  pins — Gold,  jeweled. 

30  girls — Eight  grinds  lor  grades; 
"hot  numbers"  for  popularity;  five 
little  sisters,  and  five  mistakes  for 
blind  dates. 

1 set  of  silverware — For  display. 

1 parlor — Lights  unnecessary. 

1 porch  swing — Well  located  and 
well  lubricated. 

1 telephone. 

1 shack — to  keep  rain  off  telephone 
and  parlor. 

1 chaperone — For  the  parlor. 

1 cowbell — To  be  worn  by  chaper- 
one when  entering  parlor. 

— "Covered  Wagon." 

"Congratulate  me,  ole  boy,  I won 
the  election!" 

"Honestly?" 

"Now  don't  get  personal." 
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Seven 


Advice  to  gold-diggers:  Clothes  make  the  man. 


"Would  you  like  to  come  to  my  bridge  party  tonight?” 
"Sure.  What  bridge?” 


"What  are  you  going  to  do  when  you  get  to  the 
desert?  I hear  the  sun  glare  is  awful  and  it's  terribly 
lonesome  out  there.” 

"I'll  take  along  a pair  of  dark  glasses.” 

"My  word!” 

"There's  nothing  wrong  with  that.  Everyone  uses 
them  to  protect  their  eyes.” 

"Oh!  I though  you  said  'lasses'.” 


Caution  is  a most  valuable  asset  in  fishing,  especially 
if  you  are  a fish. 


— "Punch  Bowl.” 


"Open  this  door.” 

"Can't.  Key's  lost.” 

"Good  gosh!  What  would  you  do  if  there  is  a fire?” 
"I  won't  go.” 

— "Columns.” 


The  flapper  coed  went  up  to  the  young  prof  and 
said:  "Profy,  dear,  what  are  my  marks?” 

He  put  his  arms  around  her  and  whispered  sweet 
little  nothings  in  her  ear. 

— "Battalion.” 


The  English  language  is  a funny  thing.  Tell  her  that 
time  stands  still  when  you  look  into  her  eyes  and  she'll 
adore  you,  but  just  try  telling  her  that  her  face  would 
stop  a clock. 


To  the  old  fashioned  girl:  Be  good,  sweet  maid,  and 
let  who  will  be  clever. 

To  modern  coed:  Be  good,  sweet  maid,  and  let  who 
will.  Be  clever. 

— "Showme.” 


"I  heard  the  cops  broke  up  your  poker  party  last 
night.” 

"Yep;  smartest  card  player  I ever  saw.” 

— "Punch  Bowl.” 


FIREMAN : Just  hold  your  breath  and  jump,  miss. 

GIRL:  I don’t  have  to  hold  my  breath ! I eat  LIFE  SAVERS. 


Hf  An  % J Everybody’s  breath  offends  now 

IVIIIK  A I then.  Let  Pep-O-Mint  Life 

XfXwlllAXj  Savers  keep  yours  sweet  after 
eating,  drinking  or  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  - wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

ALMA  H.  GEORGE 

The  Wisecrack : 

Our  idea  of  a lazy  collegiate  is  one  who  pretends 
he’s  drunk  so  his  fraternity  brothers  will  put  him 
to  bed. 
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X MEETS  Y 


And,  gentlemen,"  the  president 
concluded,  ' 'unless  you  can  get 
students  within  the  next  two 
weeks  to  come  to  your  classes.  I'm 
afraid  the  mathematics  department 
will  be  forced  to  shut  down.  Good 
morning!" 

Frightened,  the  professors  left  the 
president's  office  and  shuffled  into  the 
room  of  the  head  of  the  department. 
Terror,  with  the  speed  of  a calculating 
machine,  had  descended  upon  them. 
"It's  unthinkable,  an  outrage!" 
"That  president  ought  to  have  his 
hypotenuse  kicked,"  muttered  Jones 
of  Solid  Hyperbolics  III. 

"Personally,  I don't  think  his  egua- 
tion  is  guite  balanced,"  sneered  Pep- 
permint of  Applied  Alternating  Func- 
tions 134. 

"Der  Funktionentheorie  auf  die 
Theorie  der  Profilstroemingen  und 
voruber  . . ."  began  Professor  Sch- 
wartz but  was  promptly  hush-hushed 
by  the  others.  He  hadn't  guite 
grasped  the  meaning  of  the  confer- 
ence and  suspected  it  concerned 
some  vague  theories. 

The  chairman  rapped  for  order. 
"Gentlemen,"  he  started,  "it  looks  as 
if  we  have  reached  n of  our  suppos- 
edly infinite  teaching  series.  Some 
minor  faults  have,  of  course,  crept 
into  our  department.  Professors  aren't 
paid  guite  according  to  their  worth. 

"Smythe  of  Arithmetic  lb  has  a 
class  of  eight  hundred  and  is  paid 
$1,223.45  a year  not  including  partial 
waivers.  Diddletree  of  Imaginary 
Elliptic  Variables  (not  offered  1937- 
38)  has  had  three  students  in  the  last 
five  years  and  gets  $5,000.  Doctor 
Schwartz,  who  has  no  students,  being 
engaged  purely  in  research,  gets 
$25,000. 

"Obviously  this  system  is  wrong. 
Schwartz  can't  carry  on  research  at 
only  $25,000  a year. 

"But  I digress.  What's  to  be  done 
to  increase  attendance?  The  floor  is 
open  for  discussion." 

The  professors  stared  at  each  other 


with  dumb,  startled  eyes.  Here  was  a 
guestion  clearly  beyond  them. 

"Kidnap  the  students,"  ventured 
Petrie,  Ph.D. 

"Offer  them  candy." 

"Give  them  footballs." 

"Give  them  women." 

"That's  it!"  cried  the  chairman. 
"We'll — we'll  have  a beauty  contest! 
Open  to  all  co-eds  in  school,  and  we'll 
offer  a prize,  er — a scholarship  for  the 
prettiest  figure  from  the  mathema- 
tical point  of  view. 

"Since  we  are  the  judges,  our  can- 
didate will  naturally  win,  but  the 
publicity  will  bring  enough  students 
to  keep  us  going  for  years!  Smythe 
and  Petrie,  you'll  do  the  work  of  the 
contest,  and  Doctor  Schwartz  will  be 
chairman  to  make  it  look  right.  Let's 
get  on  the  ball  now!  Good  morning, 
gentlemen." 

Smythe  and  Petrie  worked  well, 
and  the  idea  was  a success.  Students 
could  be  seen  in  every  tavern  discus- 
sing the  contest  with  wild  eyes  and 
violent  gestures.  Miss  Chemistry,  a 
volatile  blonde,  was  conceded  to  have 
a good  chance;  and  the  whole  Chem- 
istry department  was  reported  to  be 
working  on  a special  cellulose  xan- 
thate  bathing  suit  for  her.  Miss  His- 
tory was  the  image  of  Cleopatra. 

But  it  was  Miss  Mamie  Weems — 
Miss  Mathematics — who  aroused  the 
most  talk.  With  those  two  smash  slo- 
gans, "Oh  Euclid!"  and  "22  99/100 
Skidoo!"  she  had  raised  the  prize 
money  from  two  to  five  thousand 
dollars. 

"After  all,"  she  pointed  out,  "if  I 
told  everyone  that  Smythe  and  Petrie 
had  picked  me  from  the  chorus  in  a 
night  club,  you  gentlemen  wouldn't 
exactly  benefit  by  it,  would  you?" 
And  the  department  agreed  that  it 
wouldn't. 

"Her  logic,"  as  Butterball,  Eguipo- 
tential  Surfaces  227,  put  it,  "is  even 
better  than  Einstein's." 

The  morning  of  the  contdS't  dawned. 


as  contest  mornings  usually  do,  bright 
and  early.  Not  so  the  chairman  of  the 
department.  The  night* before  he  had 
worked  late  on  an  article  for  the 
Revue  Mathematique,  "Pulchri- 
tude and  Its  Relatign  to  a and  b," 
and  had  overslept.  ^ 5f,er-; 

"My  word!"  he  screamed,  as  he 
glanced  at  his  watch,  /the  contest 
will  be  over  before  I gg^^  there.  I 
won't  be  able  to  give  Miss  Weems  her 
pri — . . . her  scholarship." 

In  no  time  he  arrived  at  his  office, 
opened  to  door — and  what  horror  was 
inside! 

Suitcases  and  trunks  lay  strewn  in 
every  corner.  Professors  ran  to  and 
fro  trying  to  cram  equations  into  al- 
ready overflowing  boxes.  One  old 
fellow  was  helplessly  trying  to  roll  up 
an  infinite  series.  Another  was  pound- 
ing on  an  outstreched  triangle  but 
was  unable  to  square  both  sides. 

"What  does  all  this  mean?"  shout- 
ed the  chairman  at  Petrie,  who  was 
madly  looking  under  his  desk  for  two 
Vanishing  Integrals. 

"It  means  we're  washed  up. 
Through.  The  president  has  disband- 
ed the  department,"  replied  Petrie, 
out  of  breath. 

"But  the  contest  ..." 

"Miss  Physics  won  it.  She  split  an 
atom  at  the  very  moment  she  stepped 
on  the  platform  and  we  had  to  award 
her  the  prize — I mean,  the  scholar- 
ship." 

"But  what  about  Miss  Weems?" 
asked  the  chairman. 

Petrie  tossed  him  a telegram.  "It 
arrived  before  the  judging  started." 

The  chairman  read  the  telegram, 
his  hand  shaking  slightly. 

DEAR  MATH  DEPARTMENT 
COMMA  LEARNED  LAST  NIGHT 
SCHWARTZIE  HAD  INCOME  25 
GS  AND  SAVED  MOST  OF  IT 
STOP  ELOPED  LAST  NIGHT 
MARRIED  THIS  MORNING  STOP 
GROOM  DOING  WELL  AS  CAN 
BE  EXPECTED  LOVE  MAMIE 
WEEMS. 

— "Wisconsin  Octopus." 
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Nine 


"I'm  busy  now.  Come  around  in  about  an  hour." 


— "Harvard  Lampoon." 
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PETTIOUETTE 

How  to  Avoid  Being  a Wallflower 

This  is  an  infallible  remedy.  When  you  are  first  intro- 
duced to  a man,  look  at  him  (1)  quizzically,  (2)  coyly, 
(3)  meaningly,  or  (4)  brazenly  . . . then  (1)  pout,  (2) 
smile,  (3)  out-and-out  laugh,  or  (4)  smirk.  This  will  get 
either  his  ire  or  his  interest  up.  Then  say  with  diction 
peculiar  to  your  set,  "I  know  something  horrible  about 
you."  He'll  tag  you  around  all  evening  to  find  out  what 
it  is  you  know.  But  don't  tell  him,  even  if  you  have  to 
make  it  up.  You  can  do  this  to  any  number  of  new  men, 
modifying  and  revising  your  approach  to  suit  the  occa- 
sion and  the  man.  Another  safeguard  against  blooming 
against  the  ball-room  wall  like  something  that  died  in  a 
window  pot,  is  to  ask  any  convenient  man  to  keep  your 
handkerchief  or  compact  for  you  as  you  "are  simply 
helpless  in  evening  gowns  without  pockets."  In  this 
way,  you  are  certain  to  bag  him  at  least  once  during  the 
evening  when  he  will  be  compelled  to  return  your  trifles. 

On  Wonnen  Smoking 

This  is  all  I have  to  say  on  this  score,  and  I feel 
awfully  smug: 


"Girls  who  smoke  for  effect  usually  achieve  only 
defect."  Isn't  that  pithy? 

On  the  Subject  of  Petting 

Call  it  what  you  will,  bundling,  necking,  spooning  . . . 
it's  all  the  same.  Remember,  girls,  (boys  don't  seem  to 
need  any  advice  on  this  subject),  men  aren't  very  par- 
ticular in  this  connection,  but  if  you  want  to  be  any- 
body's, go  ahead.  For  further  (unprintable  here)  views 
and  advice  on  the  topic,  consult  my  latest  best-cellar, 
"Nice  Girls  Don't  Dare." 

On  Drinking:  For  Men 

You  ought  to  be  ashamed! 

For  Girls: 

Every  night  say  this  little  prayer: 

Star  bright,  star  light 

First  star  I see  tonight 

I wish  I may,  I wish  I might 

Know  how  to  handle  a guy  that's  tight. 

— "Claw." 


"You're  a misfile,  McGillicuddy.  You  belong  in  the  M's!" 


— "Yale  Record." 
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The  young  man  leaned  his  elbows 
on  the  rail  of  the  steamer  and 
looked  at  the  cigarette  he  held  in 
his  clenched  fingers.  The  wind  was 
making  it  burn  lop-sidedly,  and  the 
paper  near  the  end  was  turning 
brown.  He  took  a last  perfunctory 
drag  from  it,  and  sent  it  spinning 
down  into  the  oily  water  that  lay 
stagnant  between  the  steamer  and  the 
dock.  Out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  he 
looked  at  the  girl  who  stood  next  to 
him,  watching  with  mute  fascination 
the  cranky,  clattering  baggage  trucks 
as  they  puttered  in  and  out  of  the  hold 
with  their  train  of  cargo.  He  looked 
at  her  and  wondered — wondered  if  he 
really  was  as  big  a fool  as  he  thought 
he  was.  Meet  a girl  one  night,  see 
her  the  next  afternoon,  and  then  ask 
her  down  to  Nantucket  for  the  week- 
end— he  must  have  been  a little 
drunk.  Sober  people  wouldn't  do 
things  like  that.  Only  people  who 
were  in  love,  and  God  knew  that  he 
wasn't  in  love.  And  he  barely  knew 
the  girl — what  could  he  talk  about 
during  the  three  hours  that  it  took  to 
get  to  the  island?  He  must  have  liked 
something  about  her  to  begin  with, 
otherwise  he  wouldn't  have  asked 
her;  but,  good  God,  there  were  about 
ten  girls  he  knew  that  he  would  have 
asked  first  if  someone  had  told  him  he 
had  to  invite  a girl  down  for  the  week- 
end. The  only  thing  to  do  was  to 
keep  away  from  the  punch  bowl  the 
next  time  he  went  to  a party,  but  it  was 
a little  late  to  be  thinking  about  that 
now. 

Somebody  blew  a whistle  down  in 
the  hold,  and  the  gangplank  was 
drawn  ashore.  A dock-hand  ran  over 
to  the  pilings  and  stood  over  the  haw- 
ser, waiting  for  the  signal.  Someone 
on  shore  started  waving,  and  shouted 
at  someone  else  to  be  careful  not  to 
fall  overboard.  That  person  shouted 
something  back  and  they  both  smiled. 
The  steamer  blew  a short  blast;  the 
hawsers  splashed  into  the  water,  and 
slowly  the  dock  began  to  slip  away. 


DISCOVERY 

"Well,"  said  the  young  man, 
"we're  off.” 

"Yes,”  she  said,  "we  certainly  are.” 
There  was  a pause. 

"Do  you  want  to  sit  down?”  he 
asked,  indicating  the  pile  of  camp 
stools  behind  them. 

"No  thanks,  I'd  rather  stand.” 

He  looked  off  at  the  horizon,  as  if 
he  expected  something  to  happen. 
Nothing  did. 

"That's  Martha's  Vineyard  off 
there,”  he  said,  pointing  to  a large 
island  ahead  of  them.  He  was  going 
to  say,  "And  that  was  Woods  Hole 
that  we  just  left,”  but  he  thought  bet- 
ter of  it. 

"I  see,”  she  said;  "let's  walk.” 

As  they  started  down  the  deck  he 
gently  bumped  his  arm  against  hers. 
She  didn't  take  it.  They  walked  up  to 
the  bow  and  stood  there,  watching  the 
spray  fly  up  and  drop  in  little  puddles 
on  either  side. 

"Carl,”  she  said,  "I'm  getting  cold. 
Let's  go  downstairs.” 

"When  you  are  on  a ship,”  he  an- 
swered, "you  say  'below'  instead  of 
'downstairs,'  but  it  still  is  a good  idea. 
And  while  we're  down  there  we  might 
as  well  get  a beer  or  so;  it  might  keep 
you  from  being  seasick.” 

"Who's  going  to  be  seasick?” 

"Oh  nobody,  but  there's  no  point  in 
taking  foolish  chances.” 

"Yes,  but  if  I get  enough  of  your 
anti-seasick  remedy  Tm  as  like  as  not 
to  turn  into  a roaring,  screaming  tiger- 
woman,  and  then  think  what.” 

"I  think  it  would  be  perfectly  won- 
derful.” 

"Well,  you  may  have  a chance  to 
take  that  back.” 

"You  interest  me.  Come  on.” 
They  went  down  to  the  restaurant 
and  Carl  ordered  two  beers.  "All 
right,  tiger-woman,”  he  said,  "let's 
see  you  go.” 

"Remember,  I said  if  I get  enough 
tonic.  Just  one  glass  might  make  me 
morose.  And  little  do  you  know  what 
Tm  like  when  I'm  morose — as  a mat- 


ter of  fact,  little  do  you  know  what  I'm 
like  anyway.” 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  I asked 
you  down  here  for — to  do  the  laun- 
dry?” 

"Don't  be  crude.” 

"Crude?  Me  crude?  Sarah,  you're 
simply  terrible,  jumping  at  conclu- 
sions like  that.” 

“Cliche.” 

"What  do  you  mean  ‘cliche’?” 

" 'Jumping  at  conclusions',  that's 
what  I mean.  It's  a cliche.  Trite. 
What  you  should  say — ” 

"Shhhhh.  Drink  your  beer.  You're 
getting  pedantic.” 

"Oh,  all  right.” 

He  looked  around.  "We  ought  to 
be  getting  into  Martha's  Vineyard 
pretty  soon,”  he  said. 

"Oh,  don't  start  making  conversa- 
tion again.  You're  much  pleasanter 
when  you  don't.” 

"So  help  me  I wasn't  trying  to  make 
conversation.  I was  just  thinking  that 
we  can't  get  any  more  beer  while 
we're  in  the  dock.” 

"And  why?” 

"It's  against  the  law.  Why,  I don't 
know.” 

"Oh  well,  you  could  stand — ” 
"What  could  I stand?” 

"You  could  stand — I beg  your  par- 
don. There,  see  what  your  little  anti- 
seasick  tonic  has  done  for  me — it's 
given  me  the  hiccups.” 

"I  think  it's  very  funny.” 

"It  may  be  funny  to  you,  but  it's — 
it's — ^pardon  me — it's  darned  unlady- 
like. And  I really  am  not  drunk — • 
really — oh  darn — beer  just  does  this 
to  me  sometimes.” 

"I  know  a good  cure  for  hiccups,  if 
you  really  want  to  stop  them.” 

"You  and  your  cures.  Come  on, 
we'd  better  go  up  on  deck  and — and 
— darn  it — and  walk  around.” 

Carl  was  laughing.  "And  this  is  the 
little  girl  who  was  going  to  run  around 
clawing  people  as  soon  as  she'd  had  a 
few  beers,”  he  said.  "All  right  Tige, 
we'll  go  up  and  tear  off  a fast  saucer 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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"Le'sh  try  Herb'sh  place  . . —"California  Pelican." 


Midsummer  Madness 


IT  has  been  going  on  for  guite  a 
while  now,  and  it  is  beginning  to  be 
somewhat  of  a strain  on  my  nerves. 
My  friends  say  that  I look  older  and 
more  tired  than  before,  and  those  who 
know  me  really  well,  say  that  I have 
begun  to  shout  in  my  sleep.  All  in  all, 
it  is  about  time  that  something  was 
done. 

The  main  trouble  seems  to  be  this: 
I cannot — and  perhaps  I had  better 
repeat  that — I can  not  read  beyond 
the  first  two  lines  of  the  Second  Book 
of  Milton's  "Paradise  Lost." 

It  all  began  back  in  the  spring  of 
1937,  the  last  time  I ever  saw  my 
tutor.  When  I walked  into  his  room 
he  was  reading  proof  on  his  latest 
book  (a  book,  as  it  later  turned  out, 
that  appeared  just  too  late  to  keep  him 
from  being  removed  from  the  payroll 
of  the  University)  and  at  first  he  didn't 
notice  me.  Finally  he  looked  up  and 
said,  "Oh  hello.  I'm  afraid  we 
haven't  time  for  any  tutorial  today,  so 
you  run  along  and  read  "Paradise 
Lost"  and  "Comus"  during  the  sum- 


mer." And  he  went  back  to  his 
proofreading. 

Well,  I bought  the  books,  and  the 
first  chance  I had  to  open  them  was  on 
the  train  between  Florence  and  Rome. 
I read  through  the  First  Book  of  "Para- 
dise Lost"  with  no  more  than  average 
trouble,  and  started  on  the  Second 
Book,  which  begins: 

"High  on  a throne  of  royal  state, 

which  far 

Outshone  the  wealth  of  Ormus  and  of 

Ind," 

and  then  the  train  went  through  a 
tunnel.  When  I had  cleaned  the  cin- 
ders out  of  my  eyes  I looked  around 
the  compartment  for  a minute,  spec- 
ulated on  the  comparative  capacities 
for  dirt  of  red  and  green  plush,  men- 
tally pushed  my  suitcase  farther  back 
on  the  rack,  and  then  went  back 
to  the  book.  Again  I read  those  first 
two  lines,  just  so  as  to  get  a flying 
start  into  the  Second  Book,  but  again 
I stopped  on  the  word  "Ind."  I've 
read  this  before,  I thought;  there's  no 
point  reading  it  again.  As  a matter  of 


fact.  I've  read  guite  a bit  for  one  day 
— I'll  read  the  Second  Book  tomorrow. 

So  I inserted  the  bookmark  and 
went  to  sleep. 

The  next  day  I opened  it  up  and 
started  to  read.  This  time  I skimmed 
through  the  Argument  to  begin  with, 
read  the  first  two  lines  of  the  text,  and 
then  looked  back  into  the  Argument 
to  see  if  1 could  find  out  just  what  the 
hell  the  royal  state  which  far  outshone 
the  wealth  of  Ormus  and  of  Ind  was, 
and  how  it  got  that  way.  Receiving  no 
help  from  that  guarter  I read  the  lines 
over  two  or  three  times,  but  with  no 
better  success.  That's  funny,  I 
thought,  this  is  just  the  place  I stopped 
yesterday,  and  here  1 am  reading  the 
same  lines  over  again  and  getting  no 
farther.  I wonder  if  there's  something 
spooky  about  them — something  that 
attracts  the  eye.  So  I read  them  again, 
just  to  make  sure,  but  they  looked 
more  or  less  like  all  the  other  poetry  1 
have  seen,  so  1 said,  oh  well,  and  look- 
ed at  the  third  line.  That  began  "Or 
where,"  which  obviously  connected 
with  the  first  two,  and  that  worried 
me.  Why  should  there  be  two  lines  on 
which  depended  a whole  paragraph, 
and  yet  beyond  which  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  read?  I looked  at  them  again. 
They  were  in  the  same  size  type  as  the 
rest  and  in  the  same  color  ink.  Again 
I read  them.  Yes,  they  were  written  in 
English,  or  some  language  very  close 
to  it.  Well  then,  I thought,  why,  why, 
why — ah,  the  hell  with  it.  And  I 
closed  the  book. 

The  next  time  I tried  it  I was  lying 
on  my  stomach  and  fell  asleep  before 
I could  get  the  book  open. 

The  fourth  time  I started  half  way 
down  the  page,  covering  the  top  part 
with  my  hand,  but  before  long  I fell 
to  thinking  about  my  hand  and  only 
read  a half  a line. 

That  is  just  a brief  picture  of  what 
my  summer  has  been  like.  Suffice  it 
to  say  that  every  time  1 open  the  book 
1 see  those  words  "High  on  a throne 
of  royal  state" — and  the  mere  sight  of 
them  makes  me  break  out  in  a slight 
rash.  When  I try  to  read  farther  my 

(Continued  on  page  28) 
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She:  I wear  this 
gown  only  to  teas. 
He:  Whom? 


The  golfer  had 
lost  his  ball  and, 
n o t unnaturally, 
was  inclined  to  be 
annoyed  with  his 
caddy. 

"Why  the  deuce 
didn't  you  watch 
where  it  went?"  he 
asked  angrily. 

"Well,  sir,"  said 
the  boy,  "it  don't 
usually  go  any- 
where, and  so  it 
took  me  unpre- 
pared-like. 


Caution  is  a 
most  valuable  as- 
set in  fishing,  es- 
pecially if  you  are 
a fish. 

— Punch  Bowl 


If  you  are  caught 
in  hot  water  be 
nonchalant;  take  a 
both. 


"O.K.,  smart  guys,  now  what?" 


Ye  Ancient  Bille  Collector:  Sire,  I 
have  come  to  collect  for  that  last 
suit  of  armor. 

Ye  Olde  Knightie:  Ods  Bodkins, 
knave!  How  did  you  get  across  the 
moat  and  into  my  castle? 

Ye  Ancient  Bille  Collector:  'Twas 
easy,  sire.  I caught  the  gate  guard 
with  his  bridges  down. 

— Rammer-Jammer 


Sgt.  Tomasky:  Look  at  those 

smooth  working  winches. 

Sgt.  Valliere:  I don't  see  any 

dames  around  here. 


Sign  on  the  sheriff's  desk:  "Out 
for  lynch-  -Back  at  one  o'clock." 


First  She:  I'm  so  thrilled!  Jim  and 
I are  going  to  France  on  our  honey- 
moon. 

Second  She:  You  are?  When  did 
he  tell  you? 

First  She:  Last  night  he  said  that 
after  we  were  married  he'd  show  me 
where  he  was  wounded  in  the  war 

— Pellmell 
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Dear  sir,  we  wish  to  call  your  attention  to  the  fact 
that  your  sun  has  been  absent  from  school  for  the 
(last  month,  . . 


“Hi,  Butch,  where  have  you  been  keeping  yourself?” 
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Chesterfields  are  made  of 
mild  ripe  tobaccos  . . . rolled  in 
pure  cigarette  paper . . . the  best 
ingredients  a cigarette  can  have 

For  You,.. there's  MORE  PLEASURE 
in  Chesterfield's  milder  better  taste 


Copyright  1938,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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FAMILY  TREE 

Wisteria,  age  9,  was  a precocious 
brat.  In  fact  she  was  too  precocious 
to  live.  Wisteria  kept  a diary. 

Avidly  in  search  of  information, 
Wisteria  approached  her  mother 
with  the  perennial  question  of  the 
very  young  set  as  follows: 

"Where  did  I come  from,  mamma?" 

"Er — the  stork  brought  you,  dear." 

This  was  not  explicit  enough  for 
Wisteria.  She  pressed  the  matter 
further. 

"Where  did  you  come  from, 
mama?" 

"The  stork  brought  me,  too,"  re- 
plied the  cornered  parent.  Wisteria 
sought  out  her  grandmother. 

"Mama  says  the  stork  brought  me, 
and  brought  her,  too.  Grandma. 
How's  about  giving  me  the  low-down. 
Where'd  you  come  from?" 

"The  stork  brought  me,  too,  dar- 
ling." 

Wisteria  went  to  her  room,  got  her 
diary  out  and  inscribed: 

"After  careful  consideration,  and 
exhaustive  research,  I hove  come  to 
the  conclusion  that  there  hasn't  been 
any  love  life  in  our  family  for  the 
past  three  generations." 


Rastus:  Brothow  president,  we 

needs  a cuspidor. 

President  of  the  Eight  Ball  Club:  I 
appoints  Brother  Brown  as  cuspidor. 


"Do  you  live  here?" 

"No." 

"Are  you  married?" 

"No." 

"Do  you  have  a brother?" 

"No,  but  my  sister  has." 

— Pellmell 


AMERICAN  YOUTH 

Little  boy  returned  home  after  his 
first  day  in  school  and  was  greeted 
by  his  mother  who  asked,  "Well,  did 
you  learn  anything  today?" 

"No,  we  didn't  learn  anything,"  re- 
plied the  little  boy. 

"Didn't  the  teacher  ask  you  any- 
thing?" 

"Yeah,  she  asked  me  where  poppa 
works." 

"And  what  did  you  tell  her?" 

"I  told  her  that  poppa  plays  the 
piano  in  a brothel." 

"Whatl"  exclaimed  the  astonished 
mother.  "Why  did  you  tell  her  such 
an  outrageous  lie?" 

"Did  you  think,"  answered  the  little 
chap,  "that  I was  going  to  tell  her 
that  poppa  works  for  Heorst?" 

— Medley 


She:  Do  you  want  to  stop  the  car 
and  eat,  sweetheart? 

He:  No,  pet. 


A department  store  inserted  a 
want-ad  in  a recent  newspaper  for  a 
clerk  familiar  with  women's  under- 
wear. There  were  four  hundred  ap- 
plicants; fifteen  had  had  sales  ex- 
perience. 


PRESENT 

A traffic  expert  in  New  York,  in 
speaking  of  traffic  jams  abroad,  says 
that  the  London  drivers  and  chauf- 
feurs enliven  many  occasions  by 
their  wit  and  sarcasm.  One  London 
driver  drew  up,  when  he  saw  a 
pedestrian  directly  in  his  way,  and 
he  leaned  over  and  very  politely  in- 
quired: "I  say,  sir,  may  I owsk  what 
are  your  plans?" 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  h!s  orchestra.  Tvery 
W ec/nese/ay,  8;i0  P.  M.,  E.  O.  S.  T„  NBC  Red  Network, 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seventeen 


"Bernard  . . . Look!" 


-"Wisconsin  Octopus.' 


LOVE  AT  FIRST  SIGHT 

Vassar  College, 
Jan.  10,  1938. 

HAROLD  DEAREST, 

I just  simply  had  to  write  you, 
although  some  people  might  not  think 
it  proper  for  a girl  to  start  the  cor- 
respondence, but  then  you  did  say 
you  would,  and  I know  it's  just  be- 
cause you  are  so  busy  and  working 
so  hard  trying  to  make  a name  for 
yourself  at  Yale — and  then  this  is  a 
modern  generation,  dearest,  and  I do 
so  want  to  help  you  and  learn  about 
everything  you're  doing. 

Dearest,  I'll  never  forget  it  as  long 
as  I live.  My  first  party  and  all  (and 
honestly,  you  may  not  realize  it,  but  I 
really  didn't  know  what  to  do)  and 
then  you  came  along  and  literally 
swept  me  off  my  feet.  Remember — - 
you  bumped  into  me  while  you  were 
dancing  with  that  awful  Jeffries  girl 
(she  thinks  she  knows  so  much  just 
because  she  has  been  to  New  Haven  a 
few  times)  and  then  you  said,  "Gee," 
or  something  wonderful  like  that. 
And  then  a little  while  later  you  cut  in 
on  me.  I know  you  haven't  forgot- 
ten, but  I just  can't  help  going  all 
over  it  again. 

There  is  only  one  thing  that  bothers 
me,  darling.  You  said  that  you  wanted 
me  to  come  down  to  the  Princeton 
hockey  game,  and  then  I saw  in  the 
paper  the  other  day  that  they  had 
already  played.  But  I am  willing  to 
forgive  you,  dearest,  because  you 
are  so  busy,  and  I know  you  didn't 
mean  it. 

Your  adoring, 

Mabel 

Vassar  College, 

Jan.  28,  1938. 

HAROLD  DEAREST, 

It  is  the  strangest  thing,  but  I 
haven't  got  your  letter  yet.  I know 
you  must  have  written  me,  because 
you  said  you  would  just  as  soon  as 
you  had  time.  Don't  you  remember? 
And  Mary  (that's  a girl  who  lives  on 
the  same  floor  as  I do)  said  that  she 
saw  you  in  New  York  with  Lucille.  I 
know  you  must  have  been  very  bored. 


Don't  worry  though,  darling.  I'm  not 
in  the  least  bit  jealous,  because  I 
know  how  you  must  have  hated  to 
take  her  out. 

But  I just  wanted  you  to  know  that  I 
haven't  gotten  that  letter.  It  must 
have  been  lost  in  the  mail  or  some- 
thing, because  I know  you  wrote  me, 
because  if  you  were  in  New  York, 
that  must  mean  that  you  had  some 
extra  time. 

But  I won't  get  angry,  because  I 
know  how  unreliable  the  mails  are, 
but  do  write  again,  dearest  little 
Harold. 

Mabel 

Vassar  College, 

Feb.  5,  1938. 

DEAR  HAROLD, 

I still  have  not  heard  from  you. 


I know  they  couldn't  have  lost  two 
letters  in  the  mail — and  I don't  believe 
you  wrote  to  me  after  all.  I don't 
think  you  meant  a thing  you  said. 
You're  horrid,  and  just  to  show  you 
who's  who  I'm  not  going  to  write  you 
any  more. 

Mabel 

New  Haven,  Conn., 

Feb.  7,  1938. 

DEAR  MABEL, 

Thank  God. 

Harold 
— "Yale  Record." 


"Has  your  roommate  returned  your 
coat  yet?" 

"No.  But  he  gave  me  the  pawn 
ticket." 


Eighteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"My  God  . . . Tuesday!" 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


RESEARCHES  at  MINNESOTA 

WHEN  crazier  things  are  done,  psychologists  will  be 
at  the  bottom  of  them.  Take  this  guy  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Minnesota  who  has  taught  a rat  to  play  a 
slot-machine  for  its  food. 

Assuming  that  this  busybody  has  nothing  else  to  do, 
it  still  seems  a shame  that  he  should  be  allowed  to  corrupt 
the  simple  little  beasts  who  are  entrusted  to  him  for  the 
advancement  of  what  is  called,  at  the  University  of 
Minnesota,  "science.” 

I suppose  he  thinks  it's  a pretty  cute  trick  his  rat  can 
do.  He  probably  takes  the  little  fellow  around  to  one 
saloon  after  another,  gives  it  a handful  of  nickels,  and 
lets  him  show  off  in  front  of  a crowd  of  idlers  and  wastrels. 

And  he  probably  laughs  and  laughs  when,  with 
pleading  pink  eyes  and  whimpering  whiskers,  the  little 
white  rat  begs  for  a chance  at  the  dime  or  even  the 
guarter  slot-machines.  And  when  the  rat  hits  the  jack- 
pot, I'll  bet  I know  who  gets  the  dough — and  he  hasn't 
got  pink  eyes  and  long  white  whiskers,  either.  He's  no 
doubt  got  a small  waxed  mustache,  a loud  checked  suit, 
and  a shifty  gaze. 

It's  a funny  world  when  Wisconsin  goes  around 
siccing  sheriffs  on  people  who  are  trying  to  corrupt  its 
citizens  with  slot-machines  and  when  Minnesota  spends 
its  money  to  teach  animals  the  same  vice. 

Having  mastered  the  bells,  bars,  and  cherries  of  the 
slot-machine,  the  rat  will  be  instructed  next  in  playing 
the  horses.  Two  dollars  on  Mastermind  to  place  in  the 


second  at  Arlington,  and  if  the  rat  wins  he  gets  his 
dinner,  if  he  loses  he  starves.  If  the  rat  has  anything 
like  normal  luck,  he'll  be  a wasted  skeleton  in  a week  and 
perhaps  it  will  be  a good  lesson  to  him. 

While  he's  at  it,  this  psychologist  might  teach  the  rat 
to  play  pool  at  five  cents  a point,  drink  spiked  beer,  and 
smoke  hops.  Then  he'd  have  something  to  be  proud  of, 
a fine  piece  of  handiwork  to  point  to,  a rat  no  better 
than  a human  being. 

Except  for  a certain  over-emphasis  on  reproduction, 
rats  have  always  been  rather  sensible — if  dull — crea- 
tures; and  I see  no  reason  why  meddling  psychologists 
have  to  go  and  introduce  their  own  lowbrow  diversions 
into  the  animal  kingdom. 

The  white  man  has  given  his  vices  and  diseases  to  the 
Indians,  the  Eskimos,  and  the  formerly  happy  people  of 
Bali  and  Tahiti  until  nowhere  in  the  world  are  any  human 
beings  untainted  and  pure.  You'll  find  Seagram's  gin. 
Spicy  Detective  Magazine,  and  stud  poker  everywhere. 

And  now — new  worlds  to  conquer!  Millions  and 
millions  of  little  animals  are  waiting  to  receive  what  the 
white  man  brings  them,  forces  them  to  take.  We  shall 
make  the  animal  kingdom  over  in  our  own  image  and 
likeness,  and  then — God  help  us! 

I am  almost  afraid  to  make  my  weekly  pilgrimage  to 
the  local  Bank  Nite  theatre.  Sitting  next  to  me  may  be  a 
small  white  rat,  holding  ticket  No.  7732-A  and  awaiting 
the  drawing  with  bated  breath.  And  behind  him  will  be 
a psychologist,  smiling  evilly  to  himself  and  taking  notes 
in  the  interests  of  "science." 

— "Wisconsin  Octopus." 


MISS  HETTIE  HEART  HEALER, 
c/o  The  Love  and  Stuff  Department. 

DEAREST  HETTIE: 

All  the  men  folks  in  Todboro  avoid  me,  even  Ralph, 
my  brother.  I think  I lack  glamour,  as  Ralph  keeps 
telling  me  I look  like  a dish-mop.  I am  going  on  40 — is 
this  wrong?  Please  tell  me  your  secrets  of  glamour  and 
how  you  attract  men. 

(Miss)  Beulah  Groop. 

DEAR  MISS  GROOP: 

There  is  no  need  for  you  to  worry.  I did  not  gain  my 
glamour  until  I was  well  past  forty.  Then  it  came,  as  I 
slowly  began  to  mature.  Here  is  how  I attract  men,  I 
figure:  I emphasize  my  naturally  slow,  undulating  walk 
by  counting  10  between  each  step  and  then  ducking. 
Also,  I wear  a different  color  on  each  of  my  nails  in  order 
to  be  especially  attractive  at  sundown,  when  the  boys 
come  home  from  the  factory. 

Glamoroursly  yours, 

Hettie. 


Im  sorry,  Mr.  St.  George,  the  management  says  no  pets." 


— "Yale  Record.' 


Twenty 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"Say,  how  long  is  this  covered  bridge,  anyhow?" 


— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


Roommate:  "Hey,  Tom,  wake  up!  There's  a guy  in 

here  stealing  your  clothes!" 

Second  roommate:  "What  dya  want  me  to  get  up 

for?  You  two  just  fight  it  out  among  yourselves." 

— "Froth." 


"What  brought  you  here?" 

"Two  policemen." 

"Drunk,  I suppose." 

"Yes,  both  of  them." 

— "Ski-u-mah." 


Hard-Boiled  Landlord:  "I  tell  you  I must  have  at 

least  part  of  the  rent.  I have  a lot  of  bills  to  pay." 

Frozen  Tenant:  "Then  take  this  dime  and  pay  your 

coal  bill." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"Joe,  do  you  think  I'll  ever  be  able  to  do  anything  with 
my  voice?" 

"Well  it  might  come  in  handy  in  case  of  fire." 

— "Widow." 


VIRTUE 

When  Rae  returned  from  her  date,  her  mother  noticed 
that  one  of  her  shoes  was  muddy. 

"What  makes  your  right  shoe  muddy  and  not  your 
left?"  she  asked. 

"I  changed  my  mind,"  she  said  simply. 

— "Phoenix." 


Love  is  like  a rat-trap; 

In  it  goes  your  head — snap! 

While  your  down  upon  your  knees 
Someone  else  takes  off  the  cheese. 

— "Rammer  Jammer." 


A colored  preacher  was  hearing  confession.  In  the 
middle  of  it,  he  stopped  the  young  sinner  saying, 
"Young  man,  you  ain't  confessin' — youse  braggin'." 


She:  "Am  I the  first  girl  you  ever  kissed?" 

He:  "Now  that  you  mention  it,  you  do  look  familiar." 

— "Pointer." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty-one 


INTELLIGENCE  TEST 


IT  seems  that  all  through  life,  college 
men  are  doomed  to  be  haunted  by 
Intelligence  Tests.  Merely  to  keep 
you  in  practice,  we  are  publishing  a 
sample  test.  This  test  was  originally 
submitted  to  the  administration  to  be 
used  on  freshmen  entering  school, 
but  the  administration  turned  it  down; 
they  said  it  was  too  hard.  After  all, 
some  students  have  to  pass  the  test,  or 
the  campus  will  be  depopulated.  Try 
this  test  at  our  expense,  and  find  out 
if  you,  too,  are  a moron : 

A.  Samples:  1.  How  many  men  are 

five  men  and  ten  men? (15) 

(2)  If  you  walk  one  mile  per  hour  for 
one  mile,  how  far  do  you  walk? ...  (1) 

1.  How  many  men  are  five  men  and 
ten  men?  (Hint  see  above . . . . ( ) 

2.  How  many  women  are  five  women 
and  ten  women? ( ) 

3.  How  many  men  and  women  are 
five  men  and  women  and  ten  men 
and  women? ( ) 

4.  A dealer  bought  some  mules  for 
$800.  He  sold  them  $1,000? . . ( ) 

5.  If  a man  runs  a hundred  yards  in 
ten  seconds,  how  many  feet  does 
he  run  in  1/5  of  a second  and  ten 
men? ( ) 

B.  Sample : Why  do  we  use  stoves? 
Because 

( ) They  look  well. 

(X)  They  keep  us  warm. 

( ) They  are  black. 

1.  Why  do  firemen  wear  red  suspen- 
ders? Because 

( ) If  he  didn't  his  pants  would 

fall  down. 

( ) Red  is  the  color  of  the  fire 
department. 

( ) To  keep  him  warm. 

2.  What  do  they  call  fish  in  Alaska? 
( ) Fish. 

3.  If  you  saw  a train  approaching  a 
broken  track,  you  should 
( ) Telephone  for  an  ambulance. 
( ) Holler  real  loud. 

( ) Get  off  the  train. 


4.  It  is  better  to  fight  than  run  because 

( ) If  you  run  you  may  get  shot 

in  back. 

( ) If  you  fight  you  may  get  shot 

in  front. 

( ) To  keep  his  pants  up. 

5.  If  while  on  a hike  you  get  bitten  by 

a rattlesnake,  you  should 
( ) Run  and  get  some  whiskey. 

( ) Kill  the  snake. 

( ) Run  and  get  some  more  whis- 

key. 

C.  Sample:  Dog  is  to  hair  as  fish  is 
to:  water,  scales,  fur. 

1.  Thingummy-gadget:  watch  a call- 
it-doodad,  thingambob,  to  keep  his 
pants  up. 

2.  Cuts-water:  Students-eating,  study- 
ing, kissing. 

3.  lapan-China:  Italy-Ethiopia,  New- 
foundland, Moscow  Gold. 


4.  Pigeons-grass:  Gertrude  Steinalas, 
alack,  well  a day! 

5.  Bing  Crosby-horses:  Charlie  Mc- 
Carthy-termites,  Rudy  Vallee,  you. 

D.  Samples:  1.  People  hear  with 

the  eyes,  ears,  nose,  mouth.  2.  The 

capital  of  the  United  States  is  in 

Washington,  D.  C.,  Europe,  China. 

1.  The  Spanish-American  War  was 
fought  between  Russia  and  India, 
France  and  Italy,  the  halves  of  the 
Rose  Bowl  game. 

2.  Trotsky  is  a Russian  command,  a 
kind  of  fish,  several  kinds  of  fish, 
to  keep  his  pants  up. 

3.  Matriculation  is:  something  dirty, 
something  to  eat,  a Mexican  paint- 
er, the  second  day  of  the  week. 

4.  You  are  famous  as:  dope,  dunce, 
idiot,  moron. 


"And  right  there's  where  her  husband  came  in  . . ." 

— "Duke  'n'  Duchess." 


Twenty- two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


HORSE  PLAY 

"I  don't  know  why  I'm  so  hoarse 
today." 

"Probably  got  a colt." 

"Joe  is  going  into  the  undertaking 
business." 

"Probably  got  a hearse." 


"Why  does  Bill  want  a divorce?" 
"Probably  got  a nag." 

"I  got  a 95  on  the  last  astronomy 
guiz."  "Probably  got  a pony." 


"I  never  let  my  battery  run  down." 
"Probably  got  a charger." 


"Gee,  I caught  my  stocking  in  the 
chair." 

"Probably  got  a runner,"  or  "Prob- 
ably got  a roan." 


"I  don't  care  what  I write  on  my 
research  paper." 

"Probably  got  a racer." 

— "Ohioan." 

She:  "You  newspaper  men  are  all 

alike;  you  try  to  sgueeze  every  girl 
you  meet." 

He:  "Freedom  of  the  press,  baby, 

freedom  of  the  press!" 

— "Humbug." 


THANK  GOD! 

"The  spinal  column  is  a collection 
of  bones  running  up  and  down  your 
back  that  keeps  you  from  being  legs 
clean  up  to  your  neck." — "Urchin." 


SAWN  OF  A GAWN! 

I cranka  da  car, 

Bawt  she  won't  run 
Theese  automobile 
She's  a sawn  of  a gun! 

Shesa  stoppa  in  de  middle 
Of  da  street  upa  town. 

I look  in  da  carburetor, 

But  shesa  no  drown. 

I pusha  da  wheel, 

Knocka  da  brake. 

Da  horn  I feel, 

I looka  in  da  tank. 

Wot  I see — yas! 

Sawn  of  a gun! 

Shesa  outa  da  gas. 

— "Exchange." 


"I'm  tired  of  your  lame  excuses,  Bixby.  Your  temperature's  normal,  so  you'll  go  to  class." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty- three 


PORTRAIT  OF  A FROSH 
SAYING  “GOOD  NIGHT” 

Date:  “Gee  I had  a swell  time, 

thanks  a lot." 

Fresh  (pawing  front  porch  very 
nervously):  “Er-ah  you — ah — don't 

suppose  I could  come  inside  for  just 
a second,  do  you?" 

Date  (very  coyly):  “What  for?" 

Frosh  (rubbing  his  linger  across  his 
nose  and  scratching  his  chin):  “Well 
— there's  something  I want  to  ask 
you.'' 

Date  (standing  very  close — so  close 
that  Frosh  retreats  and  begins  pulling 
his  ear):  “Couldn't  you  tell  me  out 

here  just  as  well?  Besides  it's  late, 
and  mother  told  me  never  to  be  alone 
with  strange  men.'' 

Frosh  (dejectedly):  “Well,  it's  so 

light  out  here  and  I — want  to — a — 
aw,  gee!  let's  go  in.''  (He  rubs  his 
shoes  over  one  another  and  on  the 
backswing  sends  a milk  bottle  clatter- 
ing down  the  steps  to  break  in  a 
million  pieces.) 

Date:  “Now  you've  probably  a- 

wakened  the  whole  neighborhood.'' 

Frosh  (miserably):  “I'm  sorry — 

but  that's  the  way  you  affect  me.  I 
think  you're  swell.'' 

Date:  “That  makes  me  feel  awful 

good.  But  after  all  we're  too  young  to 
be  falling  in  love.  You've  your  career 
to  consider.''  (She  has  her  arms  on 
the  Frosh's  shoulders.) 

Frosh:  “I  know  that — but  when  a 

man's  in  love  he  doesn't  think  of  his 
career.  I'm  determined.  I know 
what  I want.  I'm  going  to — (hesi- 
tates) . 

Date  (anxiously):  “You  mean  you're 
going  to  kiss  me?"  (She  seizes  the 
amazed  suitor  and  kisses  him  long 
and  loud,  after  which  he  turns  dizzily 
a few  times  and  swoons  with  excite- 
ment. He  joins  the  broken  milk  bottle 
on  the  pavement  and  then  arises — 
walking  unsteadily  down  the  street — 
as  if  he  had  had  seven  stiff  drinks  one 
after  the  other.  The  date  watches  a 
minute  and  then  draws  a small  note- 
book from  her  purse.  Opening  it, 
she  makes  a small  mark  and  goes  in 
the  house.)  — “Wataugan." 


“Let's  try  this  one  on  for  size."  — "Yale  Record." 


“Where  can  I get  in  touch  with  you  again?" 

“I  don't  know;  I'm  rather  ticklish." 

— “Kitty-Kat." 


Marriage  is  a mutual  partnership  with  the  husband  as 
always  the  mute. 


— “Red  Cat." 


The  governor  picked  up  the  phone  and  called  long 
distance.  “I  want  to  speak  to  Killer  Demoff  at  the  state 
prison,"  he  said  excitedly. 

“Sorry,"  a voice  answered,  “but  your  party  has  just 
hung  up." 


Delta:  “Why  don't  you  keep  your  money  in  your 

stocking  anymore?" 

Gamma:  “I'm  afraid  of  a run  on  the  bank." 

— “Kitty-Kat." 
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(Continued  from  page  11) 

of  milk — it'll  make  your  claws  grow." 

"Please  shut  up  and  let's  get  out  of 
here.  People  are  beg — beginning  to 
look." 

The  steamer  had  docked  when  they 
reached  the  deck.  Slowly  they  walked 
back  to  the  stern  and  stood  there, 
looking  at  the  town.  It  was  a rather 
depressing  sight.  The  houses  that 
lined  the  shore  were  characterized  by 
large  grey  cupolas,  red  stained-glass 
windows,  and  ornate,  weather-beaten 
woodwork,  which  reflected  the  un- 
natural orange  glow  of  the  afternoon 
sun.  Modernity  had  crept  in  the 
form  of  a large  yellow  roller-skating 
palace,  which  was  situated  near  the 
dock.  It  stood  there,  gaunt  and 
empty,  as  though  waiting  for  the  old 
local  hellers  to  come  back. 

Carl  gazed  at  this  scene  for  a min- 
ute. "This,"  he  said,  "is  one  of  the 
more  unattractive  spots  on  the  Atlan- 
tic seaboard.  I think  Td  rather  not 
look  at  it  anymore." 

"Well,  it  did  one  thing;  it  cured 
my  hiccups." 

"I  don't  know  which  I'd  rather  have 
— your  hiccups  or  Martha's  Vineyard, 
but  I have  a feeling  that  I'd  swap  this 
place  for  a good,  roaring  attack  of 
nausea  any  day." 

A steward  appeared  on  deck.  ' This 
boat,"  he  announced,  "will  stay  here 
until  seven-fifteen.  Passengers  may 
go  ashore  if  they  wish." 

Several  passengers  half  rose  from 
their  chairs,  with  looks  of  bewildered 
anger  on  their  faces.  One  of  them  got 
up  and  went  over  to  the  steward. 

"What  did  you  say?"  he  demanded. 

"This  boat  will  be  here  until  seven- 
fifteen.  Passen — " 

"And  why  the  hell  do  we  have  to 
stay  here  till  seven-fifteen?" 

"We've  got  to  wait  and  take  the 
surplus  freight  from  the  next  boat." 

"But  why — in — hell — " 

"I  don't  know.  Boss,  but  those  are 
our  orders." 

Carl  dug  his  hand  into  his  pockets 
and  looked  at  the  girl. 


"What  were  we  saying?"  he  asked 
limply. 

"You  were  saying,"  she  said,  "that 
you  were  thinking  of  buying  a little 
cottage  on  Martha's  Vineyard  and  set- 
tling down.  You  wanted  to  use  this 
as  the  setting  for  your  next  novel." 

"You  mean  the  novel  called  Mon- 
golian Idiots  And  Their  Effect  On 
Victorian  Architecture?” 

"That  was  the  one  . . . Carl,  let's  go 
ashore  and  get  a real  look  at  this  little 
resort.  Maybe  there's  some  funny 
race  of  people  lives  here — like  those 
that  you  see  in  the  National  Geo- 
graphic . ’ ’ 

They  went  below,  across  the  nar- 
row, unsteady  gangplank,  and  up  the 
long  wharf  to  the  main  street.  Angry 
passengers  were  rushing  around  ask- 
ing where  the  nearest  telephone 
booth  or  telegraph  station  was,  or 
trying  to  find  out  about  the  next  plane 
for  Nantucket. 

"Well,"  said  Carl,  "how  about  a 
couple  of  fast  turns  around  the  roller- 
skating rink?  It'll  develop  all  those 
little  old  muscles." 

"Oh,  you  ought  to  see  me  on  roller 
skates,"  she  said.  "I'm  just  as  grace- 
ful as  a swan — a swan  that  likes  to  sit 
down  a lot." 

"We  might  walk,  then,  along  the 
Boulevard." 

"Ah,  the  Boulevard — but  yes." 

They  turned  and  started  walking 
down  the  road  that  led  along  the 
shore.  The  sun  was  setting  behind  the 
rough,  dark  moors  that  stretched  out 
beyond  the  town,  and  across  the 
water,  toward  Nantucket,  the  high- 
piled  clouds  were  tinged  in  a serene 
red-violet.  Carl  felt  pleasantly  silent. 
He  turned  and  looked  at  the  girl  who 
was  walking  along  beside  him.  She 
looked  up  at  him  and  smiled. 

"Hello."  she  said. 

"Oh  hello,"  he  answered. 

"You  know,"  she  said,  "we  can't 
go  too  far  out  here,  or  we  won't  be 
back  by  the  time  that  boat  gets  around 
to  leaving.  Much  as  I hate  to  go  back 
to  that  town.  I'm  afraid  we  ought  to." 

It  was  almost  dark  when  they  reach- 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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MAKE  MINE  RISQUE 

She  is  a brown-eyed  brunette,  23 
years  old,  and  an  accomplished 
danger. — "Union  City  Press” 

We  prefer  an  inexperienced  little 
peril  ourselves. 


The  tax  collector  for  a town  in 
Cass  County,  Missouri,  announced 
that  it  didn't  owe  a cent  in  back  taxes, 
the  only  town  in  the  land  in  this 
position.  The  name  of  the  place,  of 
course,  had  to  be — Peculiar,  Mo. 


Junior:  Let's  teach  that  dumb 
blonde  the  difference  between  right 
and  wrong. 

Senior:  You  teach  her  what's 
right. 

— Brigadie 


We  wonder  which  the  censors  en- 
joy most,  the  jokes  we  print  or  the 
jokes  we  take  out? 


"We  enjoy  your  fires  immensely!" 


Minister:  Really,  you  should  wait 
more  than  four  months  after  your 
husband's  death  before  marrying 
again. 

Widow:  Yes,  but  you  forget.  Rever- 
end, that  he  was  paralyzed  for  eight 
months. 


FAMILY  TREE 


"Irma  is  certainly  a promiscuous 
girl,  isn't  she?" 

"Yeah,  she's  been  on  more  laps 
than  a napkin." 


"Gosh,  what  a swell  dump,"  said 
the  spectator  as  the  champion  wrest- 
ler threw  his  opponent. 

— Red  Cat 


He:  Oh!  Oh!  I've  lost  my  little 
woman! 

She:  Poor,  poor,  fellow.  How  did 
you  lose  her? 

He:  She  got  fat. 


Rubbers  are  something  which  if 
your  feet  are  dry  you  haven't  walked 
through  the  snow  without. 


Johnnie  (to  new  visitor):  So  you 
are  my  grandma,  are  you? 

Grandmother:  Yes,  Johnnie,  I'm 
your  grandma  on  your  father's  side. 

Johnnie:  Well,  you're  on  the  wrong 
side;  you'll  soon  find  that  out. 


Down  on  our  farm  we  have  two 
pigs,  a black  one  and  a white  one. 

We  call  the  black  one  "ink"  be- 
cause he  keeps  running  out  of  the 
pen. 


"You  say  you  once  sang  in  the 
opera  house.  What  was  the  aria?" 
"Ten  thousand  square  feet!" 


"That's  cna  of  thoso  nev/  unbreakable  champagne  bottles." 
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Twenty-seven 


The  holidays  are  almost  here  again, 
And  home  come  all  the  college  men; 
With  checkered  sock  and  flaming  tie, 
And  breath  that  smells  of  Scotch  and 
Rye. 

We  wonder  what  old  Farmer  Bunn 
Will  think  when  he  observes  his  son; 
For  e'en  the  faithful  family  cow. 
Won't  know  her  former  buddy  now. 
Warn  all  the  neighbors,  near  and  far; 
Lock  up  the  liguor,  hide  the  car. 
Get  out  your  checkbook,  clear  the 
track; 

The  college  boys  are  coming  back. 

— "Wataugan." 


Let's  play  house, 
and  get  plastered." 


I'll  be  the  walls 


— "Dodo." 


The  real  unraveling  at  the  end  of  a 
mystery  picture  isn't  done  by  the 
sleuth  in  the  picture.  It's  done  by  the 
couples  in  the  back  row. 


Boy;  "Hello." 
Girl; 

Boy;  "Oh,  well." 


"What  is  your  worst  sin?" 

"My  vanity — I spend  hours  before 
the  mirror  admiring  my  beauty." 

"That  is  not  vanity — that  is  imagina- 
tion." 


Woodward  & Lothroi^ 

IO//7,  II//7,  F AND  G STREETS  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


Good-looking  Sports  Ensembles 
for  College  Men 


Fashionable  Sports-back  jackets 
of  wool,  fine  flannels  and  tweeds 
in  single  and  double-breasted 
models.  Combine  them  with 
slacks,  plain,  or  in  many  patterns 
including  the  very  popular 
herringbone. 

THE  MEN’S  STORE,  SECOND  FLOOR 


Jackets 

$ J^.50 

Slacks 

*6  w *8-50 


COLLEGE  PARK’S  NEW 

COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

LITTLE  TAVERN  SHOP 

Sandwich  Shop 

famous  for 

and  Restaurant 

5/  Hamburgers  5/ 

s 

Buy  ’em  by  the  Bag 

GOOD  COFFEE  COLD  DRINKS  DELICIOUS  PASTRY 

The  rendezvous  of  students 

Open  All  Nite 

for  red  hot  chile 

Also  32  Stores  in  Baltimore  and  Washington 

and  specials  e 
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PRE-VIEW  OF  A FLORAL  PRINT 

•<^HA^-KAY^  FltO€K 

Will  Be  Advertised  in  "Good  Housekeeping"  June  1st 
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Philipsborn  brings  you 
this  striking  floral  border 
' print  frock  of  Shan- Ray.  a 
new  Crown  Tested  Rayon 
fabric  that  will  stand  the 
constant  tubbings  of  sum- 
mertime with  no  fading. 
The  skirt  is  pleated,  for 
freedom  and  swing.  Con- 
trasting belt  carries  out  the  color  scheme,  colorful 
flowers  on  white  background. 


Sizes  12  to  20 


Dress  Salon — Second  Floor 
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ed  the  town,  and  as  they  turned  to  go 
down  to  the  wharf  they  passed  a group 
of  men,  standing  under  a street-light. 
As  they  passed,  Carl  saw  the  men's 
heads  slowly  turn,  and  heard  one  of 
them  draw  in  his  breath  in  a whistle- 
like gasp.  Had  the  man  exhaled  in 
this  whistle  it  would  have  made  Carl 
furious,  but  as  it  was  it  somehow 
pleased  him. 

They  went  on  board,  stopped  for  a 
minute  to  look  around  the  newsstand 
with  its  collection  of  comic  maga- 
zines, toy  boats,  and  unexciting-look- 
ing detective  novels,  and  then  wan- 
dered up  toward  the  bow. 

"If  you  want,"  said  Carl,  "we  can 
get  a stateroom.  Those  deck  chairs 
get  pretty  uncomfortable  after  a 
while." 

"To  be  perfectly  frank,"  she  said, 
"I'd  rather  like  to  sit  outside.  Up  on 
the  top  deck  perhaps." 

"That,  as  a matter  of  fact,  is  a 
rather  good  idea,  if  you  don't  think  it 
would  be  too  cold." 

"I  don't." 

Two  hours  later  Carl  saw  the  first 
channel  buoy  go  past,  rocking  in  the 
churning,  spectral  wake  of  the  steamer. 

"Here  we  are,"  he  said. 

"Oh,  I'm  so  excited — let's  go  up 
and  look." 

As  the  steamer  rounded  the  point 
they  could  see  the  glowing,  friendly 
lights  of  the  town  shining  through  the 
calm  darkness.  A cool,  round  moon, 
alone  in  the  sky,  illumined  the  rigging 
of  the  yachts  in  the  harbor — yachts 
whose  tiny,  gleaming  red  and  green 
lights  gave  the  whole  scene  a guietly 
festive  air.  As  Carl  gazed  across  the 
water  he  felt  an  arm  slip  inside  his 
and  a slight,  warm  pressure  on  his 
shoulder. 

"Heigh  ho,"  he  said  to  himself. 

^NGB. 

— "Harvard  Lampoon." 


"I  can't  understand  why  Bill  takes 
that  fat  Marie  to  the  beach  so  much." 
"So  he  can  sit  in  the  shade." 


MIDSUMMER  MADNESS 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

eyes  invariably  wander  back  to  them, 
and  I at  once  am  lost  in  thoughts  of 
hypnotism,  metaphysics,  and  the  geo- 
graphical location  of  Ormus.  I have 
thought  of  going  to  a doctor  to  see 
what  suggestion  he  might  make,  but 
I know  that  I should  feel  like  a char- 
acter of  James  Thurber's  if  I should  sit 
down  and  say,  "Doctor,  I can't  read 
Milton."  The  only  thing  I can  do  is 
hope  against  hope  that  there  will  be 
a spot  passage  on  the  exam  that 
begins, 

"High  on  a throne  of  royal  state — " 
— "Harvard  Lampoon." 


"Something's  wrong  with  my  razor; 
It  doesn't  cut  at  all." 

Fuzzy-faced  freshman:  "Don't  be 

silly.  You  know  that  a blade  that  will 
take  paint  off  a window  will  take  hairs 
off  your  face." 


(greetings  ! 
College  Girl 

She’s  just  come  out — and 
already  she  has  dates  all 
over  the  country  ! The 
most  sensational  dresses 
and  coats  ever  sponsored 
by  Breslau  shining  with 
wit  and  personality. 

Junior  and  Misses  Sizes 

CHARGE  ACCOUNTS  INVITED 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 
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WHAT  DO  YOU  HEAR? 
FROM  THE  MOB? 

HO  started  this  new  play  on  words 
Where  split  infinitives  serve  as  verbs? 
"What  do  you  hear? — from  the  mob?' 


G 


RAMMATICALLY  I may  be  wrong. 
Poetic  license  gets  the  gong. 

"What's  that  running  up? — my  leg?'' 


$13.50  WRIGHT  & DITSON 

Tennis  Rackets 


I 


T'S  very  silly  I'll  admit, 

And  yet  this  new  game's  gained  a hit. 
"What'll  I do  if  she  drinks? — liguor?" 


Mercer  Beasley 
Title  Cup 
Bancroft 
Super  Winners 


E 

S 

P 
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ACH  campus  cut-up  joins  in  fun 
To  find  a noun  that  makes  a pun. 

"Who's  that  walking  down? — the  street?" 

URREALISTIC  speech  will  gain 
Deciples  on  its  way  to  fame. 

"Where'll  it  get  them? — in  the  end?" 

ROFESSORS  shun  this  type  of  play. 

Methinks  that's  how  they  get  that  way. 

"What's  that  running  down? — the  stairs?" 

HESE  haunting  phraseologies 
Are  full  of  fun  and  parodies. 

"What  do  you  hear? — from  the  mob?" 

— "Red  Cat. 


All  strung  especially  by  our  own 
factory  expert  stringer  in  our  own 
stringing  shop.  If  you  prefer,  we 
will  sell  you  the  frame  and  have  it 
strung  at  any  time  you  designate. 

Remember,  Sport  Center’s  6 hour 
service  on  all  racket  restringing.  All 
done  by  an  expert  trained  in  best  fac- 
tory methods,  from  $1.75  up.  Inspec- 
tion of  our  work  will  convince  you. 

8th  and  D Streets  N.  W, 

WASHINGTON.  D.  C. 


UNDERWOO 

CHAMPION... 


Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  ...  100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Building  ....  1 3th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 
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PORTABLES 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 
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WHEN  BILL  GRAHAM  saw  Joe  DiMaggio  pull  out  his  Camels, 
he  thought  it  was  a good  time  to  get  Joe’s  opinion  on 
smoking.  Joe  came  straight  to  the  point:  "There’s  a big 
difference  between  Camels  and  the  others.’’  Like  Joe 
DiMaggio,  you,  too,  will  find  in  Camels  a matchless  blend 
of  finer,  more  expensive  tobaccos— Turkish  and  Domestic. 


"Any  all  cigarettes-are-alike  talk 
doesn’t  jibe  with  my  experience. 
There's  a big  difference.  Camels 
have  a lot  extra.  I've  smoked  Cam- 
els steadily  for  5 years,  and  found 
that  Camel  is  the  cigarette  that 
agrees  with  me  in  a lot  of  ways. 
Good  taste.  Mildness.  Easy  on  the 
throat.  Camels  don’t  give  me  the 
feeling  of  having  jumpy  nerves.” 


JOE  LIKES  to  go  down  to  the 
wharf,  where  he  used  to  work 
helping  his  father,  and  keep  his 
hand  in  on  mending  nets. DiMag- 
gio is  husky— stands  6 feet  tall 
— weighs  around  185  pounds. 
His  nerves  are  h-e-a-l-t-h-y! 


DURING  THE  WINTER,  Joe’s 
pretty  busy  at  his  restaurant. 
When  he’s  tired  he  says: 
"I  get  a lift  with  a Camel. 
That’s  another  way  I can  spot 
a difference  between  Camels 
and  other  cigarettes.’’ 


JOE  OFTEN  dons  the  chefs 
hat  himself.  He  has  a double 
reason  to  be  interested  in 
good  digestion  — as  a chef 
and  as  a ball  player.  On  this 
score  he  says:  "I  smoke  Cam- 
els 'for  digestion’s  sake.’” 
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Camels  are 
a matchless  blend 
of  finer, 

MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS 
...Turkish  and 
Domestic 


JOE’S  GRIP.  "Ball 
players  go  for  Camels 
in  a big  way,”  he  says, 
"/stick  toCamels.They 
don’t  irritate  my  throat.’ 


PEOPLE  DO  APPRECIATE  THE 

COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 

IN  CAMELS 


LARCEST-SELLINC 


“We  know 
tobacco  because 
we  grow  it...” 

‘‘When  Camel 
says  ‘costlier 
tobaccos’  I 
know  it’s 
right,”  says 
Mr.  Edward 
Estes,  capable  young  planter, 
who  knows  tobacco  from  the 
ground  up.  ‘‘Take  my  last 
ero]),  for  instance.  Camel 
bought  all  the  best  parts — 
paid  me  the  most  I’ve  ever 
gotten.  The  men  who  grow 
tohaeeo  know  what  to  smoke 
— Camels  !’[ 

“Last  year  I 
had  the  han- 
diest crop  ever,” 
says  Mr.  Roy 
Jones,  another 
experienced 
planter  who 
prefers  Camels.  ‘‘The  Camel 
people  paid  more  to  get  my 
choice  lots.  I smoke  Camels 
because  I know  they  use  finer, 
costlier  tobaccos  in  ’em.  It’s 
not  surprising  that  Camel’s 
the  leading  cigarette  with  us 
planters.’’ 


Mr.  Harold 
Craig,  too,  is 
a successful 
grower  who 
gives  the 
planter’s  slant 
on  the  subject  of  the  quality 
of  leaf  tobacco  used  for  Cam- 
els. “I’m  the  fellow  who  gets 
the  check — so  I know  that 
Camels  use  more  expensive 
tobaccos.  Camel  got  the  best 
of  my  last  crop.  That  holds 
true  with  most  planters  I 
know,  too.  You  bet  I smoke 
Camels.  I know  that  those 
costlier  tobaccos  in  Camels  do 
make  a difference.’^ 


Last  year,  Mr. 
Walter  Devine’s 
tobacco  brought 
thehighestprice 

E in  his  market. 

W —a  “Camelpaidtop 
prices  for  my  best  lots,”  he 
says.  “And  I noticed  at  the 
auction  other  planters  got  top 
prices  from  the  Camel  buyers 
too  when  their  tobacco  was 
extra-choice  grade.  Being  in 
the  tobacco  growing  business. 
I’m  partial  to  Camels.  Most 
of  the  other  big  growers  here 
feel  the  same  w'ay.” 


“We  smoke 
Camels  because 
we  know  tobacco” 


TOBACCO 
PLANTERS  SAY 


LOOKS  THE 
SITUATION  OVER 


' I've  never  favored  one  particular  ciga- 
rette, Mr.  Picard.  I can  see  you  do 
though.  Do  you  find  Camels  different?” 


Picard’s  game  seems  effortless. 
He’s  a long  driver— in  a tight 
spot,  a heady  strategist.  "A  cig- 
arette, too,  has  to  be  sized  up 
from  a lot  of  angles,'^  he  says. 


FAMOUS  GOLFERS  — men  who  need 
steady  hands  for  that  winning  stroke 
— and  millions  of  people  under  the 
strain  of  everyday  life,  all  appreciate 
this  fact:  CAMELS  SET  YOU  RIGHT! 
Smoke  Camels  — see  why  they  are  dif- 
ferent from  other  cigarettes.  Note 
particularly  the  greater  pleasure  you 
get  from  Camel’s  costlier  tohciccos! 


"Camels  are  distinctly  differ- 
ent from  other  cigarettes, 
Mr.  Stahl,  different  in  many 
ways.  I appreciate  their  nat- 
ural smoothness  and  mild- 
ness — the  mildness  that’s 
easy  on  the  throat.  Camels 
never  tire  my  taste.  CameU 
agree  with  me.  They  do  — 
from  all  angles.  I hear  so 
many  golfers  praise  them. 
Camels  never  get  on  your 
nerves.  Most  top-flight  golf- 
ers I know  smoke  Camels. 
They  set  you  right!” 


fia 


FROM  COAST  TO  COAST  Hits 
Helen  Stansbury,  Director 
of  Women’s  Traffic  for 
United  Air  Lines.  Miss 
Stansbury  speaking:  "I 
choose  Camels  for  mild- 
ness. They’re  never  harsh. 
When  the  pace  I go  fa- 
tigues me,  a Camel  gives 
me  a ‘lift’— sets  me  right 


On  the  Air  Monday  Nights 

E-D-D-l-E  C-A-N-T-O-R 


Copyright,  1938,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  <'o..  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


America's  great  fun-maker 
and  personality  brought  to 
you  by  Camel  cigarettes. 
Over  Columbia  Network. 
See  your  local  newspaper 
listing  for  correct  time. 

On  the  Air  Tuesday  Nights 

BENNY  GOODMAN 

Hear  the  great  Goodman 
Swing  Band  "go  to  town." 
Every  Tuesday  at  8:30  p m 
E.S.T.  (9:30pmE.D.S.T.), 
7:30  pm  C.  S.  T.,  6:30  pm 
M.S.T.,  5:30  pm  P.S.T., 
over  Columbia  Network. 


IT’S  CAMELS  for  Mike 
Maguire,  tunnel  engi- 
neer. Bossing  200  men 
deep  under  mud  and  water 
means,  as  Mike  puts  it:  "I 
can’t  risk  'jangled  nerves.’ 
I stick  to  Camels." 


TOBACCO  PLANTERS  SAY: 

“We  smoke  Camel 
cigarettes  because 
we  know  tobacco.” 


"The  favorite  with 
most  men  who  grow 
tobacco,”  is  what 
Vault  Snowden, 
veteran  planter, 
calls  (lamels.  "Cam- 
el buys  the  bent  tobacco.  They 
bought  the  choice  grades  of  my 
last  crop.  I've  been  a steady 
Camel  smoker  myself  19  years.” 


Top  prices,  that’s 
what  .1.  B.  Jackson, 
successful  planter, 
got  from  the  Camel 
buyer  last  year.  He 
says:  "Camel  pays 
more  to  get  the  best  tobacco. 
That  means  finer  tobaccos  for 
Camels.  I .say  cigarette  quality 
has  got  to  be  grown  in  tobacco.” 


"The  Camel  people 
bought  the  best  of 
my  last  crop,”  says 
Vertner  Hatton, 
who  has  grown  to- 
bacco 2.5  years. 
"Paid  high  for  my  finest  grades. 
I smoke  Camels.  There’s  no  sub- 
stitute for  expensive  tobaccos. 
Most  planters  favor  Camels.” 
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longest  bill. 


'What  kind  of  work  is  your  sister's  boy  friend  engaged 
in,  Willie?" 

"I  think  he  prints  free  theatre  tickets." 

''You  think  he  prints  free  theatre  tickets?  What 
ever  gave  you  such  an  idea?" 

''Well,  I heard  Sis  say  he  was  always  making  passes." 


Times  are  picking  up.  We  know  because  we  saw  a 
man  in  a breadline  with  an  electric  toaster  under  his  arm. 

— "Octopus" 


Teacher:  "Johnnie,  did  you  want  to  leave  the  room?" 
Johnnie:  "Say,  you  didn't  think  I was  hitch-hiking, 
did  you?" 


The  ideal  romance  is  the  one  between  the  deaf 
senior  and  the  beautiful  but  dumb  co-ed.  He's  so  deaf 
that  he  doesn't  know  she's  so  dumb. 

— "Sour  Owl" 


When  little  Audrey's  sister,  who  always  wore  her 
wrist  watch,  came  down  stairs  one  morning  without 
it  little  Audrey  asked  "Why,  sister,  where's  your  watch?" 

"Oh,"  said  Sis,  "I  left  it  upstairs." 

"Well  why  don't  you  get  it,"  Audrey  wanted  to  know. 

"Don't  worry,"  Sis  said,  "it  will  run  down."  (Don't 
laugh  yet.) 

But  little  Audrey  just  laughed  and  laughed,  and 
laughed  still  more,  'cause  she  knew  they  didn't  have 
winding  stairs." 

— "Sour  Owl" 


I met  a little  lady 
I took  her  out  to  dine. 

Which  may  have  been  polite  of  me. 

But  very  asinine. 

I don't  know  much  about  her. 

But  I have  a little  hunch 
She  must  be  fond  of  autos  from 
The  truck  she  ate  for  lunch. 

— "Sour  Owl" 

There's  a new  device  coming  out  in  the  new  coupes 
to  keep  girls  from  falling  out  of  rumble  seats.  Just 
another  device  to  replace  men  with  machines. 
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Rules  for  success:  "Early  to  bed,  early  to  rise,  work 

like  the  devil  and  advertise.” 


Confucius:  "He  who  sits  on  needle  in  haystack  may 

not  see  the  point  at  first  but  will  get  it  in  the  end.” 


If  in  this  world  there  was  a flood. 
To  this  class  I would  fly. 

For  if  all  the  world  were  wet. 
This  class  would  still  be  dry. 


Patient  (recovering  from  operation):  "Why  are  all 

the  blinds  drawn,  doctor?” 

Doc:  "Well,  there's  a fire  across  the  alley,  and  I 

didn't  want  you  to  wake  up  and  think  the  operation 
was  a failure.” 


"Been  drowning  your  sorrows,  I suppose?” 

"No,  but  I've  been  giving  them  a darn  good  swimming 
lesson.” 


Coed:  "I  hate  you — you  have  a boarding  house 

heart.” 

He:  "What  ya  mean?” 

Coed:  "There's  always  room  for  one  more.” 


GUISE 


I find  it  wise 
to  tell  lies 
and  breath  sighs 
to  the  eyes 
of  my  prize. 


I devise 

a disguise 

for  my  lies 

that  defies 

compromise 

and  she  swallows  it. 

— "Georgia  Arch.” 


Miss  Elder:  "I  will  bet  you  anything  you  like  that  I 

will  never  marry.” 

Mr.  Easy:  "I'll  take  you.” 

Miss  Elder;  (Rapturously):  "Will  you,  really?” 

— "Syracusan.” 


"I  would  like  to  get  some  alligator  shoes.” 
"What  size  shoes  does  your  alligator  wear?” 


An  Englishman  was  on  his  first  visit  to  America. 
While  driving  along  he  saw  a sign  that  said:  "Go  slow; 

that  means  you.” 

"By  Jove,”  said  the  Englishman,  "how  did  they  know 
I was  here?” 


Little  Willie,  in  bows  and  sashes. 

Fell  in  the  fire  and  got  burned  to  ashes. 

In  the  winter,  when  the  weather  is  chilly. 

No  one  likes  to  poke  up  Willie. 

— "Ski-U-Mah.” 


WHATZITOYUH  POEM 

I guietly  in  the  library  sitting,  and 
Chills 

Runupanddownmyback . 

Why?  I ask. 

Draft?  No. 

Scared?  No. 

Finals?  No. 

Sniffles?  No. 

Alla  same  I quietly  sitting  and 
Chills 

Runupanddownmyback . 


"Where  in  hell  have  I seen  you  before?” 
"What  part  of  hell  are  you  from?” 


"Give  a sentence  using  the  word  bewitches.” 
"Go  ahead — I'll  bewitches  in  a minute.” 


A pretzel  contains  calcium,  magnesium,  potassium, 
phosphorous,  chlorine,  iron  and  sulphur.  Maybe  that's 
what  made  your  head  pound  the  next  day. 

— "The  Idaho  Blue  Bucket.” 


Barber:  "Was  your  tie  red  when  you  came  in  here?” 
Customer:  "No,  it  wasn't.” 

Barber:  "Gosh.” 


—"Ski-U-Mah.” 


Just  Twenty. . . but  0.  G! 


W hat  charm! 

\\  hat  freshness! 

And  just  tw^enty! 

. . V-  0> 

Twenty  Old  (hilils  . . , 

■r  - ■>*.- 

' ' # 

!\o  more,  no  less 

Thau  you  ”el 

/■ 

In  any  otht'r 
Hegiilar-si/c  park  of 
(aijarrttes. 

But  ().(;! . . . 

W liat  a (lifferriire 
You'll  find 
III  ( ).(tS  ! 

\\  lial  a difference 
In  the  rich 
Full  flavor 
And  t raj' ran  re 
Of  their 

f’ri/e  rroji  t(»harros! 

W hat  a differenre 
In  their  henevolent 
Mildness  that  comes 
From  loiiff  extra  aiiing 
And  mello\vin<i 
In  oaken  casks! 

\\  hat  a difference 
In  ( )ld  Gold’s 
(iiiarantrrfl  f reshness, 
The  n'sult  of  a 
Stale-proof  package 
W ra[iped  in 
Double  Cellophane 
Douhle-sealed ! 

Do  you  wonder 
I'liat  evi'i'y  dav 
More  wise  smokers 
Marry  Old  Golds 'f 
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TUNE  IN  nti  (HB  Hollywood  Screcnsroops,  rvcrv  Tuesday  and  Thursday  night,  Colunihia  Network,  Coast*to-Coa5l 

For  Finer,  FRUSUKU  FIa\or  . . . Smoke  J)oiil)l(‘-iMello\\  Old  Golds 
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H TO  THE 
GRAND  AROWI^ 


^‘'•'mlOBACCO 


NASAL  CRUELTY!  Tom’s  harsli 
and  heavy  tobacco  was  too  inncli 
for  Polly.  Home  she  went  and  home 
she  stayed  until  Tom  cleaned  his 
pipe  and  tried  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 


BLISS  FOR  KEEPS!  Tom  and  Polly 
never  stpiahbled  from  that  day  on. 
And  how  he  enjoys  those  2-ounce 
tins  of  sweet-smelling  hurley! 


Smells  good  to  pufi’er  «7(dpuffed-at! 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  I n a recent 
survey  bySelf-Help  Bureaus  of  25representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Kalcigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majonty  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  his  orchestra.  Every 
Wednesday,  8;^0P.  A\.,  E.D.S.T.,  NBC  Red  Network, 


As  often  happens  when  a woman 
is  approaching  40,  Miss  A.  was 
"about  28,"  and  not  without  hope. 
Even  her  favorite  fortune-teller 
couldn't  see  a sweetheart  in  the 
offing,  but  it  was  desirable  to  keep 
a customer. 

"Ha!"  said  she,  her  eyes  on  the 
crystal.  "I  see  a tall  man.  He's 
going  to  propose  to  you." 

"Dark!"  fluttered  the  excited  cli- 
ent. 

"Yes,"  said  the  fortune-teller, 
"dark.  It  will  have  to  be." 


A woman  who  had  been  bothered 
by  tramps  hung  out  a sign  "Nice 
Dinner  With  Chops — Free." 

A wayfarer  called. 

"I'd  like  one  of  your  chops, 
madam,"  he  proposed. 

"Sure.  There's  the  ax,  right  by  the 
wood  pile." 


Visitor:  So  you  really  think  Yar- 
mouth is  a healthy  place? 

Native:  Healthy!  Why,  we  cure 
herrings  here  after  they're  dead! 


The  cor  was  crowded  and  the  con- 
ductor was  irritable. 

"Where's  the  fare  for  the  boy?" 
he  snapped,  as  the  father  handed 
him  one  fare. 

"The  boy  is  only  three  years  old." 

"Three  years!  Why,  look  at  him. 
He's  seven  if  he's  a day." 

The  father  leaned  over  and  gazed 
earnestly  at  the  boy's  face.  Then  he 
turned  to  the  conductor. 

"Can  I help  it  if  he  worries?"  he 
asked. 


A certain  theatre  has  found  a 
means  of  making  women  remove 
their  hats. 

Before  the  performance,  a notice 
appears  on  the  screen:  "The  man- 
agement wishes  to  spare  elderly 
ladies  inconvenience.  They  are  in- 
vited to  retain  their  hats." 

There  follows  a general  stampede 
to  remove  hats. 
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I NOVJ  f^C 


By  Jerry  Hardy 


IN  a few  days  now  you  are  going  to  take  down  that 
heavy  black  gown,  and  put  on  that  gueer-shaped 
black  hat,  and  take  your  place  in  the  long  line  to  start 
on  your  last  academic  mile  to  the  Coliseum.  And  unless 
I'm  badly  mistaken,  just  before  you  walk  through 
the  big  doors,  you're  going  to  pause,  and 
turn  to  look  up  across  your  campus 
for  the  last  time  as  an  under- 
graduate. You  are  only  going  to 
look  for  a second,  but  it  will 
be  long  enough  to  see  the 
broad  green  field  where  for 
two  or  four  years  the  men 
students  of  you  have  been 
a part  of  the  national  de- 
fense. Where  as  a fresh- 
man, you  were  herded  with 
several  hundred  other  fresh- 
men, feeling  conspicious  and 
looking  like  everyone  else. 

Where  for  two  years  you  were 
commanded,  and,  perhaps,  for  two 
years  gave  commands. 

That  one  look  will  be  long  enough  for  you  to  see 
the  Gym-Armory,  where  you  went  to  a dozen  Rossbourgs, 
and  two  dozen  fraternity  and  sorority  dances,  and  a lot  of 
other  dances,  that  were  good  or  bad  at  the  time,  but  are 
all  just  part  of  the  panorama  now.  It  will  be  long  enough 
for  you  to  see  the  dormitories,  where  maybe  you  lived 
for  four  years.  Where  you  made  some  of  the  best  friend- 
ships you  will  ever  have;  and  where  you  raised  your 


share  of  hell;  crammed  for  finals,  and  celebrated  when 
they  were  all  over. 

Far  up  the  hill  you  will  see  the  library,  where  you 
loafed  during  those  lazy  late  summer  days,  inspecting 
the  incoming  freshmen,  and  speculating  on  your 
chances  of  pledging  this  one  or  that. 
Where  you  made  dates,  and  got  your 
mail,  and  sometimes  even  studied. 
If  you  have  good  eyes,  you  may 
be  able  to  see  clear  up  to 
old  Morrill  Hall,  one  of  the 
few  things  on  the  campus 
that  is  still  as  it  was  when 
you  came  here  four  years 
ago. 

You  may  see,  too,  those 
long  walks  up  to  the  Arts 
and  Science  building  on 
icy  mornings.  Those  eight- 
twenties,  the  morning  you  were 
too  sleepy  to  make  it  up  to  break- 
fast, and  the  nights  when  the  girls 
dorms  glowed  with  the  light  from  the 
pep  rally  fires  before  a big  game. 

There  are  a lot  of  other  things  you  will  see,  a lot  of 
private  things  that  no  one  else  will  see,  and  only  a few 
will  know  about.  All  that  will  only  take  a second.  Then 
you  will  turn  and  go  into  the  Coliseum.  And  an  hour  or 
so  later,  when  you  come  out,  unless  I am  badly  mistaken, 
all  those  things  are  going  to  look  just  a little  bit  different 
somehow. 


Six 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seven 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"Whassa  matter?  Somebody  dead?” 


WHICH  GAL  IS 
YOURS  ? 

It  looks  as  if  the  girls  on  the 
opposite  page  have  completely 
lost  their  heads  over  something 
or  other.  And  no  doubt  you’ve 
lost  yours  over  one  of  them  at 
least  once.  While  we’re  on  the 
subject,  how  good  a head  do  you 
have  at  remembering  what  we 
assume  you’ve  seen?  Try  your- 
self on  these  gals. 

No.  1.  is  an  Alpha  Xi  with  a 
love  for  nature  and  the  simple 
things  in  life.  She  is  a flower  of 
her  sex,  and  while  we  don’t 
advise  that  you  stalk  her,  you’d 
better  not  leaf  her  alone. 

Miss  2.  tries  with  the  Tri- 
Delts,  and  apparently  thinks  that 
there  is  no  time  like  the  present. 
She  is  a decided  blonde,  but  we 
can’t  say  for  sure  just  what  she 
has  decided.  Sun  gal,  we’ll  say; 
better  dial  her  today. 

That  there  No.  3.  seems  to  be 
going  around  in  a circle  at  the 
moment.  She  has  a weakness  for 
athletes,  and  knows  all  the  secret 
works  down  at  the  AOPi  house. 

If  that  looks  like  Dave  Stoddard 
that  No.  4.  is  standing  with,  it  is 
just  a temporary  condition;  for 
she  goes  right  reg’lar  with  a 
publications  man,  in  spite  of 
everything  her  Kappa  sisters  can 
do. 

No.  5.  is  doing  her  famous 
imitation  of  a wall  flower,  a neat 
trick  for  any  one  with  certain  of 
her  features.  (Well,  take  a look 
for  yourself,  man !)  She  takes 
lunch  and  Tuesday  nights  with 
the  KD’s. 

In  case  you  really  guessed, 
and  aren’t  just  gaping,  here  is 
how  to  score  yourself. 

5 correct — 

Cad! 

4 correct — 

You’re  a Sigma  Nu. 

3 correct — 

Average. 


2 correct — 

You  must  be  a daydodger. 

1 correct — 

Overspecialization. 

0 correct — 

Boy,  have  YOU  led  a sheltered 
life! 

Anyhow,  the  moral  of  the 
whole  thing  is,  don’t  stick  your 
neck  out. 

(Answers  on  page  20) 


A good  definition  of  an  optimist  is 
an  old  maid  powdering  her  nose 
before  looking  under  the  bed. 


Counsel  (to  the  police  witness) : 
"But  if  a man  is  on  his  hands  and 
knees  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  that 
doesn't  prove  he  is  drunk?” 

Policeman:  "No  sir,  it  does  not. 

But  this  one  was  trying  to  roll  up  the 
white  line!” 


Officer:  "Come  out  of  that  water. 

Bathing  is  not  allowed  here.” 

Bather:  "Pardon  me,  officer,  I'm 

not  bathing — I'm  trying  to  drown 
myself.” 


With  sadness  in  our  hearts 
We  buried  Sammy  O' Day. 

He  tried  to  live  the  life  of  Reilly 
While  Reilly  was  away. 

— "Medley.” 


Teacher:  "Now,  Tom,  hold  your 

head  up  and  shoulders  back — you'd 
like  to  have  a fine  carriage  when  you 
are  a man,  wouldn't  you?” 

Tom:  "Well,  I'd  rather  have  an 

automobile.” 

S.  A.  E.:  "Do  you  know  that  S.  A.  E. 
maintains  seven  homes  for  the  feeble 
minded?' ' 

Rushee:  "I  thought  you  had  more 

chapters  than  that.” 


"Hey,  you  can't  dance  that  way 
in  here.” 

"But  this  is  interpretive  dancing.” 
"Then  I'm  interpreting  it  the  wrong 
way.” 


"So  you  asked  Betty  to  marry  you?” 
"Yes,  but  I didn't  have  any  luck.” 
"Didn't  you  tell  her  about  your  rich 
Uncle  Dan?” 

"I  did.  Betty's  my  aunt  now.” 
— "Medley.” 
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"No,  Miss  Snork,  the  astronomy  department  does  not  give  a laboratory 

course  at  the  airport" 


First  executioner:  "Is  that  so,  well 
I've  chopped  off  more  heads  than  you 
cut  off  in  your  whole  life." 

Second  executioner:  "Listen,  bud. 
I've  brought  this  old  sheer  down  on 
the  crowned  heads  of  five  countries." 

Third  executioner:  "Come,  come, 

boys,  let's  not  talk  chop." 


HARD  FAIR  WARNING 

"What's  happened,  George?"  the 
wife  inguired  as  her  husband  got  out 
of  the  car  to  investigate. 

"Puncture,"  he  replied  briefly. 

"You  should  have  been  more  care- 
ful," she  said.  "The  guide  book 
warned  us  there  was  a fork  in  the 
road  at  this  point." 


Dear  Lord,  I wish  you'd  get  this 
straight: 

I know  I asked  you  for  a date 
For  Saturday,  but  what  I meant 
Was  ANYONE  BUT  the  guy  you 
sent. 


"Hello!  Is  this  the  Port  Authority 
Bridge  Department?" 

"Yes.  What  can  we  do  for  you?" 

"How  many  points  do  you  get  for  a 
grand  slam  in  hearts?" 

A Story : Once  upon  a time  there 
was  a little  girl.  She  had  many  boy 
friends.  They  each  asked  her,  "Do 
you  love  me?"  She  answered,  "Yes," 
to  each  one.  This  went  on  for  many 
years,  but  she  still  died  an  old  maid. 
Moral : Do  not  love  everybody. 

Leave  that  to  God.  Specialize. 


The  usual  fisherman  sat  on  the  bank 
of  the  usual  stream,  when  the  usual 
traveler  approached  him. 

"How' re  they  biting?"  asked  the 
traveler  sociably. 

"Very  bad,"  sighed  the  fisherman. 
"As  a matter  of  fact,  there  isn't  a 
single  fish  in  this  whole  stream." 

"Then  why  do  you  fish  here?" 
asked  the  traveler. 

The  fisherman  shrugged.  "Be- 
cause it  pays  me,"  he  explained. 
"Look  at  the  money  I save  on  bait." 

— "The  Virginia  Spectator." 


NOT  REALLY 

Teacher  (pointing  at  a deer  at  the 
zoo):  "lohnny,  what  is  that?" 

lohnny:  "I  don't  know." 

Teacher:  "What  does  you  mother 

call  your  father?" 

lohnny:  "Don't  tell  me  that's  a 

louse!" 


"Does  Mrs.  Gabber  talk  much?" 

"I'll  say  she  does.  She  talked  so 
much  during  her  summer  vacation 
that  she  came  home  with  her  tongue 
sunburned." 


WITH  ALL  MY  LOVE 

Dear  Mother:  I'm  glad  you  are 

better. 

I've  a date  for  the  Sigma  Nu  dance. 
Dear  lack  has  at  last  made  his  Letter. 
While  riding  I tore  my  good  pants. 
I'm  lunching  tomorrow  with  Donald. 
Now  promise  you'll  be  guit  being  ill. 
I'm  tea-ing  at  Costa's  with  Ronald. 
And  motoring  later  with  Bill. 

Please  send  me  two  dresses  for 
evening. 

I must  have  a vivid  blue  sash. 

I'm  doing  all  right  in  my  classes. 
And  Mom,  I do  need  some  cash. 


EVOLUTION 


"Sure  it's  fresh.  Can't  you  see  it  wiggle?" 


Bob,  greeting  Bill  on  the  street  with 
a baby  in  his  arms:  My  that's  a fine 
cut  baby  you  have  there. 

Bill:  That's  Dr.  Brown's  baby.  Three 
more  payments  and  he'll  be  mine. 

— Froth 


"Mother,  are  there  any  sky- 
scrapers in  heaven?" 

"No,  son,  engineers  build  sky- 
scrapers." 


Democrat:  And  what  do  you  think 
of  a man  that  casts  his  vote  for  the 
right  man,  regardless  of  party? 

Republican:  He's  a traitor  to  our 
party. 

—Pell-Mell 


"You're  burning  the  candle  at  both 
ends  and  attacking  it  in  the  middle 
with  a blow  torch,  Theosophilus!" 
"Yeah,  guess  I am  sorta  lit." 

- Pell-Mell 


A stag  is  a deer  without  doe. 


"Can  you  imagine  — I found  a 
feather  in  my  sausage  this  morning." 

"Heh,  heh  — musta  been  a bird 
dog." 

I had  sworn  to  be  a bachelor. 

She  had  sworn  to  be  a bride. 

But  I guess  you  know  the  answer-  - 
(She  had  nature  on  her  side.) 

—Pell-Mell 


My  Dear  Miss  Everett: — 

Dear  Miss  Everett: — 

Dear  Doris, 

Doris  Dear, 

Doris  Dearest, 

Darling  Doris, 

My  Sweetheart, 

My  Own, 

Darling  Wifey, 

Babykins, 

Dear  Doris, 

Hello  Babe, 

Pay  to  the  order  of  Mrs.  Doris  J. 
McGillicudy. 

- -The  Princeton  Tiger 


"Oui  etait  la  dame  ovec  qui  je 
vous  ai  vu  la  derniere  nuit?" 

Ce  n'etait  pas  une  dame,  c'etait  ma 
femme." 

— Widow 


A man,  seeing  another  man  swim- 
ming off  a Florida  beach,  said:  Hey, 
aren't  you  afraid  of  sharks? 

Swimmer:  No,  I'm  tattooed. 

Observer:  What  has  that  got  to 
do  with  sharks? 

Swimmer:  I've  got  "Harvard  is 

the  best  college  in  the  world"  written 
on  my  chest,  and  even  a shark 
wouldn't  swallow  that. 

— M.I.T.  Voo  Doo 


"I  con  tell  a real  lady  by  the  way 
she  dresses,  can't  you?" 

"Dunno,  I never  watched  one." 


She:  Where  do  all  the  flies  go 
in  winter? 

He:  Search  me,  sister. 

She:  No,  thanks,  I just  wanted  to 
know. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"See  you  in  church,  Bill." 

The  inn  looked  cold  and  mysterious,  and  the  traveler 
was  not  too  anxious  to  spend  the  night  there.  A sinister- 
looking  fellow  showed  him  his  room,  and  that  looked 
haunted.  The  traveler  turned  to  the  man  and  said, 
"By  the  way,  nothing  strange  has  ever  happened  here, 
has  it?" 

"Not  in  fifty  years,"  was  the  reply. 

"That's  good.  What  happened  then?" 

"A  gentleman  who  spent  the  night  here  appeared 
for  breakfast  the  next  morning." 

— Yale  Record 


Rastus;  Say,  Sambo,  what  time  in  yoah  life  does 
yo'  think  yo'  wuz  scared  de  worstes? 

Sambo:  Once  when  ah  wuz  callin'  on  a married  gal 
and  her  husband  come  in  and  caught  me.  Boy,  wuz 
ah  scared! 

Rastus:  How  are  yo'  shuah  dat  wuz  de  worstes  time? 

Sambo:  'Cause  her  husbum  turned  to  dat  wife  ob 
his  on'  he  say:  "Mondy,  whut's  dis  white  man  doin' 
heah?" 

— Buccaneer 


Can  your  girl  keep  a secret? 

You  said  it.  We  were  engaged  three  weeks  before 
she  told  me. 


It  takes  a man  of  tact  to  remember  a woman's  birth- 
day and  at  the  same  time  forget  her  age. 

— Drexerd 


COLLEGE  CREDO 

1 . That  a University  is  a campus  and  a football  team. 

2.  That  all  professors  are  symbols  of  purity  and  en- 
joy the  simple  pleasures  of  a domestic  life. 

3.  That  undergraduates  never  read  anything  but 
tabloids. 

4.  That  a college  campus  is  the  American  fashion 
center. 

5.  That  all  students  do  homework  or  read  news- 
papers in  chapel. 

6.  That  a professor  always  enjoys  his  own  lectures. 

7.  That  the  greasy  grind  is  always  a failure  in  life. 

8.  That  every  football  player  plays  only  for  the 
money  given  him. 

9.  That  college  professors  live  from  hand  to  mouth 
and  sell  text-books  to  avert  starvation. 

10.  That  only  twelve  men  in  the  world  con  understand 
the  Einstein  Relativity  Theory. 

1 1 . That  college  turns  out  masses  and  not  individuals. 

12.  That  the  university  does  not  need  the  tuition  money 
and  demands  the  fee  just  to  restrict  the  number 
of  applicants. 

13.  That  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  instills  character,  self-reliance, 
and  a sincere  desire  for  peace. 

14.  That  no  professor  knows  his  "stuff"! 


FOUND:  Lady's  purse  left  in  my  cor  while  parked. 
Owner  con  hove  same  by  paying  for  this  advertise- 
ment. If  she  will  explain  to  my  wife  how  the  purse  got 
there,  I will  pay  for  the  ad  myself.  Phone  Ra.  6789. 

— Yellow  Jacket 


"I'm  a different  man  since  I met  her." 
"How's  that?" 

"I  gave  her  the  wrong  name  and  address." 


Do  you  remember  way  back  when  the  college  grad- 
uate was  afraid  his  old  man  would  put  him  right  to 
work? 


"Why  the  black  crepe  on  the  door?  Is  your  room- 
mate dead?" 

"That's  no  crepe.  That's  my  roommate's  towel." 

— Drexerd 


"Light  or  dark,  sir?"  the  boot-black  asked  the  absent- 
minded  professor. 

Absent-Minded  Professor:  "I'm  not  particular,  but 

please  don't  give  me  the  neck." 

— M.  I.  T.  Voo  Doo 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Eleven 


THAT  WAS  JOE 

By  Bess  Paterson 


SPRING  was  springing  up  around  the  campus.  Whip- 
porwills  whipped  through  the  sky  and  butterflies 
butted  into  buttercups.  Couples  lounged  on  the  lawn, 
cooing  contentedly  and  chewing  grass.  Bright-eyed 
seniors  basked  in  the  sun,  painting  rosy  air  castles 
with  Fuller  brushes. 

There  was  one  senior  who  was  definitely  not  in  the 
spirit  of  the  thing.  He  did  not  inhale  and  exhale 
deeply,  shouting  lustily,  'T  love  life  and  I want  to  live.” 
He  slunk  along  with  as  much  animation  as  a wet  suit 
of  underwear  on  a clothesline. 

His  dejection  was  guite  understandable.  He  had 
relaxed  through  four  pleasant  years  of  college  life  as 
any  true  fraternity  man  will.  Recently,  however,  his 
attitude  toward  the  whole  thing  had  changed.  He  felt 
that  he  would  like  to  say  thanks  for  the  memories  to  the 
dear  old  place  and  go  out  into  the  world  to  seek  his 
fortune,  if  any.  Yet  intuition  warned  him  that  he  would 
have  a pressing  invitation  from  the  administration  to 
stay  awhile.  Since  the  first  semester  of  his  freshman 
year  his  grades  had  been  subject  to  sinking  spells.  He 
had  done  his  best  to  make  chums  of  his  professors,  but 
seemed  to  achieve  no  tangible  results.  His  average 
now  had  a four  and  a point  in  it,  which  could  have  been 
pretty  colossal  but  wasn't,  since  the  point  was  in  the 
wrong  place.  To  put  the  situation  in  a nutshell,  the 
senior,  whom  we  might  as  well  call  Joe,  felt  that  he  was 
going  to  be  a Five  Year  Man  and  he  didn't  like  it. 

June  came.  The  crocuses  croaked  and  poppies 
popped  up  in  their  places.  The  seniors  glowed  around 
the  campus  rhyming  spoon  and  moon  and  graduation 
soon  with  the  month.  Joe  went  around  looking  har- 
rassed. 

Generally  speaking,  Joe  was  a brave  man.  But 
this  was  different.  Somehow,  he  just  didn't  seem  to  be 
able  to  get  around  to  the  point  of  telling  his  loving 
family  and  friends  that  he  sort  of  didn't  guite  see  his 
way  clear  to  graduate.  And  time  marched  on. 

Joe  agonized  at  the  June  week  dances.  His  mind 
wandered  and  he  was  constantly  diving  head  first  into 
hot  water.  He  peeved  one  campus  coed  by  stepping 
through  her  swing  skirt  of  baby  blue  net  with  his  size 
elevens.  He  annoyed  another  snappy  little  number  by 
sneezing  into  the  fungus  which  she  wore  on  her  head 
for  glamour. 

By  the  Senior  Ball  Joe  was  practically  bawling.  He 
had  a general  look  of  deflation  and  he  muttered  into 
what  would  have  been  his  beard  if  he  had  had  one. 
He  felt  like  a damp  dish  rag.  Mentally  wringing  him- 
self out,  he  followed  his  chest  over  to  the  rosy  haze 


which  enveloped  The  One.  She  melted  into  his  arms 
and  once  again  he  recognized  himself  as  a Man.  He 
felt  her  little  left  hand  fumbling  tenderly  in  his  pocket 
and  thought  that  she  was  cunning  and  confiding.  A 
soft  whisper  trembled  up  at  him. 

"Joe,"  her  voice  was  husky  music,  "I'm  awfully  sorry 
you  won't  be  here  next  year.” 

Joe  expanded  three  inches.  "Honey — ” he  sighed, 
and  found  himself  breathing  into  thin  air  as  someone 
cut.  Casually,  he  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket.  His 
fingers  felt  something  small  and  round  and  cold.  The 
floor  kept  jumping  up  and  trying  to  hit  him  as  he  sagged 
away  from  the  dance  with  his  fraternity  pin. 

Day  dawned  and  Commencement  commenced.  The 
sun  did  not  beam  more  brightly  than  the  proud  mammas 
and  pappas  who  cluttered  up  the  campus.  Joe  was 
joed  from  mental  anguish.  He  cringed  inside  as  a 
horde  of  relations  bore  down  upon  him  gurgling  and 
booming  triumphantly.  Their  victim  tried  to  surpress 
the  bitterness  he  felt  when  he  imagined  the  expressions 
they  would  wear  if  he  started  to  sketch  next  year's  bill 
roughly.  He  shook  hands  warmly,  slapped  backs, 
allowed  himself  to  be  pecked  at  and  was  hearty  and 
cordial.  He  waited  for  the  psychological  moment  to 
spring  the  Big  Disillusionment. 

Suddenly,  everything  went  black  before  his  eyes. 
This  then,  was  the  end — 

"Cheese  and  crackers,  you  graduating  gorilla,  you 
forgot  your  uniform” — His  faithful  little  stooge  of  a 
roommate  was  shouting  at  him  and  thrusting  a dark 
cap  and  gown  in  his  face. 

After  that  events  breezed  along  so  speedily  that  Joe 
was  in  a daze.  He  was  kissed  and  pounded  again  and 
smashed  and  pulled  and  had  not  a single  clear  thought 
except  that  this  was  a Hell  of  a mess  and  there  didn't 
seem  to  be  anything  he  could  do  about  it. 

Joe  came  back  to  clear  consciousness  with  a cold 
bang,  and  realized  that  the  worst  had  happened.  He 
felt  like  a mould  of  jelly  that  didn't  guite  jell.  He  was 
wedged  in  a line  of  wierdly  black-gowned  creatures 
with  familiar  faces,  who  were  filing  up  the  chapel 
aisle.  They  were  not  wandering  purposely  around. 
They  were  not  deployed  in  a military  drill.  Neither 
were  they  merely  after  exercise.  They  had  a definite 
objective.  That  objective  was  the  campus  Prexy  at  the 
head  of  the  aisle  who  was  reaching  into  a tall  wicker 
basket  behind  him,  and  pulling  out  thin  white  paper 
rolls.  Each  cap  and  gownee  got  a handshake  and  a 
smile  and  diploma. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 


Twelve 


THE  OLD  LINE 


“SINCE  YOU 
STOOD  ME  UP” 


Mr.  Forbes  untied  his  necktie,  and 
hung  it  on  the  back  of  the  chair.  He 
unbuttoned  his  vest,  and  sat  down 
before  his  typewriter.  He  lit  a ciga- 
rette, and  puffed  little  thoughtful 
clouds  of  smoke  at  the  ceiling. 

Mr.  Forbes  was  a lyric  writer,  and 
a song  was  gnawing  at  him. 

"Da  DA  da  DA  da  DA,"  he  said  to 
himself,  and  shook  his  head.  "DEE 
dee  dee  DEE  dee  dee,"  he  murmured 
thoughtfully.  "Now,  let's  see — it 
should  be  about  love.  About  a man 
whose  sweetheart  has  given  him  the 
run  around.  He  is  blue  as  hell."  He 
thought  some  more.  "He  can  be 
sitting  by  a window  looking  out  at 
the  rain  . . ." 

Mr.  Forbes  became  guite  enthusi- 
astic, and  began  counting  beats  on 
his  fingers. 

"I  am  sitting  by  the  winder,  and  my 
heart  is  like  a cinder. 

It  is  getting  black  and  blue,  by 
pound — ing  for — you — ." 

"Good!"  said  Mr.  Forbes.  "That 
fits  perfect."  He  typed  industriously. 
Then  he  continued,  with  a sort  of 
spark  of  genius, 

"It  is  raining  cats  and  doggies  . . . 
let's  see,  doggies,  boggles,  loggies, 
froggies — foggies  . . . and  my  eyes 
are  getting  foggies  ...  no  ...  it  is 
raining  cat  and  doggy,  and  my  eyes 
are  getting  foggy — (not  too  literal, 
but  it'll  do  . . .)  With  the  tears  that  I 
am  shedding,  since  you  stood  me  up 
at  the  wedding."  He  continued 
somewhat  dubiously. 

Mr.  Forbes  drummed  his  finger  on 
the  shift  key,  and  thought.  Then  he 
repeated  to  himself,  "It  is  raining  cat 
and  doggy. 

And  my  eyes  are  getting  foggy. 

With  the  tears  that  I am  shedding. 


Since  you  stood  me  up  at  the  wed- 
ding. That  last  line  is  a little  odd," 
said  Mr.  Forbes.  "Maybe  they  could 
sing  it  'Sinch  stood  m'up  ath'  wed- 
ding. That's  it!  'With  the  tears  that 
I am  shedding,  sinch  stood  m'up  ath' 
wedding!" 

Mr.  Forbes  beamed  with  pride. 
There  were  song  writers,  he  thought, 
and  there  also  were  geniuses.  It 
wasn't  only  the  words  in  a song  that 
counted,  or  the  meaning, — it  was  the 
understanding  with  which  one  sang 
them.  He  lit  another  cigarette,  and 
hitched  his  chair  further  up  to  the 
typewriter. 

"I'll  just  go  on  in  the  same  vein  . . . 
develop  the  same  idea.  What  pathos! 
The  man  must  be  alone  in  his  room, 
still,  and  doing  something  to  fiddle 
away  the  time.  Let's  see.  He  might 
be — AH!"  Mr.  Forbes  typed  busily, 
and  then  read  aloud  to  himself, 

"While  I'm  playing  my  victrola — 

Are  you  off  in  some  gondola 

With  a greasy  guy  in  Venice, 

Where  the  Hollywood  type  men 
is — 

While  I stay  here  counting  pen- 
nies— 

Do  you  call  that  playing  tennis?" 

Mr.  Forbes  sat  back,  exhausted. 
He  surveyed  his  lyric. 

"Maybe,"  he  said  sheepishly,  "I 
got  a little  carried  away." 

Then  he  looked  at  the  last  line. 
His  eyes  popped. 

"Perfect!"  he  said,  and  he  typed 
in  big  capital  letters  at  the  top  of  his 
page  "DO  YOU  CALL  THAT  PLAY- 
ING TENNIS?" 

Mr.  Forbes  was  in  a sort  of  glow. 
One  more  verse.  There  must  be  a 


drawing  up  of  conclusions.  Maybe 
the  hero  could  decide  to  commit 
suicide — Maybe  he  could  tell  her  that 
some  day  she'd  come  back  to  him, 
crying — no,  that  wouldn't  fit  the  title. 
He  wound  the  typewriter  ribbon  to 
the  left,  then  the  right.  He  pushed 
the  little  knob  that  adjusted  the  spaces 
between  the  lines  back  and  forth, 
thoughtfully.  He  cleaned  out  the 
"e"  and  the  "o"  with  a pin.  He 
jiggled  his  fingers  in  mid-air  over  the 
keyboard.  His  eyes  wore  a distant 
expression.  Then  in  a moment  he 
began  to  come  to  life.  Inspiration 
surged  over  him;  his  face  brightened, 
and  his  fingers  were  poised  on  the 
keys;  his  eyes  intent  on  the  paper 
before  him. 

"I  will  creep  upon  my  knees 
All  across  the  angry  seas. 

And  I'll  tell  my  story,  sobbily — 

But  you  won't  listen,  prob'ly — 

Do  you  call  that  playing  ten- 
nisr 

He  finished  with  a bang,  and 
snatched  the  paper  out  of  the  type- 
writer; ran  to  the  telephone,  and 
dialed  a publisher.  Already  in  his 
enthusiastic  mind,  was  running  the 
rough  draft  of  a brand  new  song;  a 
follow-up,  something  like, 

"Mama  knows 

It  wasn't  dominoes 

You  was  playing  last  night. 

Whoever  won 

It  wasn't  BackgammON — 

Is  mama  right? 

It  wasn't  bad-min-tin 
It  must  of  been  the  gin. 

Mama  knows 

It  wasn't — Hey,  operator,  tell  that 
party  I'll  call  later." 

Mr.  Forbes  rushed  back  to  his 
typewriter. 
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Fourteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"I  wish  she'd  finish  dressing.  I want  to  wash  the  windows." 


"Lady,"  said  the  beggar,  "could 
you  gimme  a guarter  to  get  where  me 
family  is?" 

"Certainly  my  good  man,  here's 
the  guarter.  Where  is  your  family?" 

"At  de  movies." 


Small  Boy:  "Shine  your  shoes, 

Mister?" 

Grouch:  "No!" 

Small  Boy:  "Shine  you  shoes  so 

you  can  see  your  face  in  them?" 
Grouch:  "No!" 

Small  Boy:  "Coward!" 


REALIZATION 

You  have  leaned  toward  other  girls. 
Whispered  "Darling"  just  this  way, 
Girls  with  straight  hair,  girls  with 
curls. 

Other  girls  had  had  their  day. 

Yet  the  situation's  new 

Though  the  words  may  time-worn  be; 

Every  time  the  boy  was  you. 

But  this  time,  the  girl  is  me! 


"The  hospital  just  called  and  said  I 
have  another  mouth  to  feed." 

"Boy  or  girl?" 

"Neither,  the  wife's  got  a tape- 
worm." 

— "Yale  Record." 


WIG  WAG 

Teacher:  "Johnnie,  did  you  want 

to  leave  the  room?" 

Johnnie:  "Say,  teacher,  you  don't 

think  I'm  standing  here  hitch-hikin', 
do  yuh?" 


"Fighting  is  all  right  providing  you 
do  it  intelligently." 

"Yes,  but  you  can't  always  find  a 
smaller  man." 

— "Froth." 


Father:  "If  I ever  catch  you  out 

with  my  daughter  again  I'll  shoot 
you." 

He:  "Well,  I'll  sure  deserve  it." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Copyright,  1938,  R.  J.  Reynolds  TobaccoCo. 

P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER,  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  T obacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


EPITAPH 

With  Violet  cuddling  in  his  arms, 
He  drove  his  Ford — poor  silly; 
Where  once  he  held  his  Violet, 
There  now  is  clasped  a Lily. 


Sister  Sue;  Did  you  get  any  bad  marks  at  school 
today? 

Brother  Johnny:  Yes,  but  they  are  where  they  don't 
show. 


Dogs  in  Siberia  are  the  fastest  in  the  world  because 
the  trees  are  so  for  apart. 


Coed  (just  operated  for  appendicitis):  Oh,  doctor, 

will  the  scar  show? 

Doc:  Not  if  you're  careful. 

— Drexerd 


It  seems  a shame  that  future  generations  can't  be 
here  to  see  for  themselves  all  the  splendid  things  we're 
doing  with  their  money. 


Mmmmmm,  but  that  popcorn  has  a heavenly  smell! 
exclaimed  Reindollar,  as  they  passed  the  stand. 
Hasn't  it?  Bob  agreed.  I'll  drive  a little  closer. 


Hunt;  Are  mine  the  only  lips  you  ever  kissed? 
Her:  Yes,  dear,  and  the  nicest! 


Dad,  do  you  remember  the  story  you  told  me  about 

how  you  were  kicked  out  of  college?  Dean:  Well,  Miss  Jones,  were  you  out  last  night? 

Sure,  why?  completely.  Dean. 

Isn't  it  funny  how  history  repeats  itself? 


Rammer-Jammer 


THE  OLD  LINE 


First  Salesman:  How  is  it  you 

always  sell  more  every  day  than 
1 do? 

Second  Salesman:  Knowledge  of 
the  feminine  mind,  my  good  friend. 
For  instance,  the  young  lady  that 
just  left  told  me  she  would  like  to 
see  something  nice  for  a young  man 
and  I told  her  she  should  look  in 
the  mirror.  Then  I sold  her  at  least 
four  things  she  didn't  want. 


A radio  had  been  newly  installed 
in  a house  which  boasts  an  alert 
and  intelligent  4-year-old  daughter. 
This  young  lady  listened  with  great 
attention  to  an  afternoon  program 
before  being  sent  off  to  bed.  She 
said  her  nightly  prayer  and  after- 
wards added  in  a grave  tone:  "To- 
morrow night  at  this  time  there  will 
be  another  prayer." 


"Now  may  I have  my  fraternity  pin  back?" 


Grocer:  Here's  your  fly  paper. 

Anything  else? 

Rastus:  Yes,  suh,  ah  wants  about 
six  raisins. 

Grocer:  Do  you  mean  six  pounds? 
Rastus:  Now,  suh,  about  six:  jes' 
enuff  for  decoys. 


And  as  one  girl  put  it,  "Everything 
1 want  to  do  is  either  illegal,  immoral, 
or  fattening." 

--The  Princeton  Tiger 


Teacher:  Willie,  give  a definition 
of  home. 

Willie:  Home  is  where  part  of  the 
family  waits  until  the  others  get 
through  with  the  car. 

Pell-Mell 


"Far  be  it  from  me  to  contradict 
you,"  one  of  them  was  saying,  "be- 
cause Dale  Carnegie  says  on  page 
149  that  you  should  never  contradict 
anybody.  But  I still  think  you're 
nuts." 


A man  who  took  a great  pride  in 
his  lawn,  found  to  his  dismay  last 
Fall  a heavy  crop  of  dandelions.  He 
did  his  best  to  uproot  and  destroy 
them,  but  all  his  efforts  were  unsuc- 
cessful, so  he  decided  to  write  to  the 
Federal  Department  of  Agriculture  to 
ask  for  some  advice. 

In  his  letters  he  described  his  woes 
at  great  length,  told  all  about  the 
things  that  he  had  tried  and  done  to 
destroy  the  pesky  dandelions  and 
ended  by  asking:  "What  do  I do 
now?" 

In  due  time  came  this  reply:  "We 
suggest  you  learn  to  love  them." 


Loads  of  people  are  back  on  the 
job.  They  are  working  for  the  Gov- 
ernment, working  on  the  Government 
or  just  working  the  Government. 


"This  note  looks  suspiciously  like 
your  handwriting!" 

"Well,  teacher,  you  see,  my  father 
used  my  fountain  pen!" 


Seventeen 
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GIGANTIC  SPECTACLE 
TO 

DOUBLE  TEATURE  ; 

COLOSSAL  MASS  GRADUATION 

/AND 

BUCK  TONETS 

IN  THE  "MASKED  TERROR" 
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Wife  (after  receiving  skunk  fur  coat  from  her  husband) : 
"f  don't  see  how  suoh  a nice  coat  can  come  from  such 
a foul-smelfing  beast." 

Husband:  "I  don't  mind  not  being  thanked,  but  f do 

ask  for  a little  respect." 


"Hey,  Joe,  give  me  the  fly  swatter." 

"What's  the  matter  with  you?  There  aren't  any  flies 
in  here." 

"I  know  it.  I just  want  to  mash  the  potatoes." 


— "Medley." 


Eighteen 
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A certain  well  known  person  may- 
be quoted  as  saying: 

"Marriage  is  a wonderful  institu- 
tion and  no  family  should  be  without 
it." 


CHINA  CLIPPERS 

He:  "What's  that  awful  racket?" 

She:  "Grandma  ain't  got  used  to 

her  new  teeth  and  just  broke  a 
saucer  drinking  her  tea." 


"Did  you  read  about  that  fellow 
who  beat  his  wife  with  a golf  club?" 
"No,  how  many  strokes?" 


First  R.O.T.C.  (preparing  essay): 
"What  do  they  call  those  tablets  the 
Gauls  used  to  write  on?" 

Roommate:  "Gaul  stones." 


An  English  cub  reporter,  freguently 
reprimanded  for  relating  too  many 
details  and  warned  to  be  brief,  turned 
in  the  following: 

"A  shooting  affair  occurred  last 
night.  Sir  Dwight  Hopeless,  a guest  of 
Lady  Panmore's  Ball,  complained  of 
feeling  ill,  took  a highball,  his  hat, 
his  coat,  his  departure,  no  notice  of 
friends,  a taxi,  a pistol  from  his 
pocket  and  finally  his  life.  Nice  chap. 
Regrets  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 


Maizie:  "Mother,  tell  me  how 

father  got  to  know  you." 

Mother:  "I  met  him  at  a dancing 

school." 

Maizie:  "That's  funny.  He  won't 

let  me  go  to  dancing  school." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Nineteen 


am  insane.  That  is  what  they  say,  the  wise-eyed 
]_  doctors,  the  smiling  nurses,  the  stupid  guards.  Not 
that  they  ever  say  it  around  me;  they  are  much  too 
clever  for  that.  They  say  instead  that  I am  ill,  for  it  is 
bad  for  the  patient  to  know  that  he  is  a mental  case.  It 
might  cause  him  to  brood.  The  poor  fools!  Don't  they 
know  that  I can  tell  what  they  are  thinking?  But  how 
could  they?  They  don't  even  know  what  insanity  is. 
They  study  me,  diagnose  my  case,  and  their  petty, 
crawling  minds  can  find  no  answer.  No  answer,  save 
that  lam  insane. 

But  I know  what  it  is  that  they  are  trying  to  find,  and 
I have  told  them.  God,  how  often  I have  told  them! 
And,  fools  that  they  are,  they  will  not  believe  me. 
Sometimes  their  stupidity  only  makes  me  weary,  but 
sometimes  it  makes  me  angry,  infuriates  me  until  I can 
stand  them  no  longer.  Even  without  their  stupidity  it  is 
Pifficult  to  endure  them.  That  is  why  I tried  to  kill  the 
doctor  the  other  day.  It  was  his  smugness  that  made  me 
do  it,  the  condescending  way  that  he  half-listened  to  me 
when  I tried  again  to  tell  him  what  he  and  all  the  others 
were  trying  to  find.  Suddenly  I could  tolerate  the  sight 
of  him  no  longer,  and  I sprang  at  him.  I am  sorry  now, 
though,  that  I did  it;  for  it  will  make  it  harder  than  ever 
to  convince  them,  and  I must  convince  them. 

There  is  one  of  them,  however,  that  does  believe  me — 
at  least  half  believes  me.  She  is  my  nurse.  She  is 
young  and  pretty,  and  I think  that  she  is  in  love.  She 
must  be  in  love,  because  she  is  always  so  happy  when 
she  comes  to  see  me  early  in  the  morning.  She  always 
smiles  when  she  sees  me.  It  is  a nice  smile.  It  seems 
to  come  from  some  place  back  beyond  her  eyes,  and  her 
whole  face  is  a part  of  it.  One  morning  she  came  in 
with  her  eyes  red;  she  didn't  say  anything  when  she 
saw  me,  and  the  sunshine  didn't  make  her  look  happy. 
She  was  that  way  all  morning,  until  another  one  of  the 
nurses  slipped  in  and  handed  her  a note.  She  went 
away  somewhere  to  read  it,  and  when  she  came  back  in 
a little  while,  she  was  smiling  again  with  all  her  face. 
She  looked  terribly  happy,  as  if  she  had  a pain  in  her 
chest,  and  it  felt  good.  All  the  rest  of  the  day  she  kept 
moving  about,  smiling,  and  sometimes  laughing  a happy 
little  laugh. 

That  was  the  day  I thought  she  must  be  in  love,  and  I 
told  her  for  the  first  time  what  I have  been  trying  to  tell 
them  all  for  so  long.  "Do  you  know,”  I asked  her, 
"why  I act  so  strange?" 

"No,”  she  answered,  "why  do  you?”  I liked  the  way 
she  answered  me.  The  other  say  the  same  words,  but 
they  say  them  the  way  you  speak  to  a little  child  when 
he  holds  up  a toy  and  says,  "Do  you  know  what  this  is?” 
She  never  talks  to  me  like  that. 

"I'll  tell  you,”  I said.  "A  terrible  thing  has  happened 


to  me.  I can  see  people's  souls.  When  they  come  near 
me,  I can  see  their  souls  just  like  you  can  see  their 
noses  or  their  hands.  It's  horrible  to  be  able  to  see 
people's  souls  inside  of  them.  They  walk  along  with 
their  souls  behind  their  right  eye,  always  behind  their 
right  eye,  and  they  never  know  that  it  is  there.  Some 
of  the  souls  are  shrivelled  up  and  crumbling,  and  some 
of  them  are  yellow  with  brown  spots  and  sort  of  sticky- 
looking.  Sometimes  they  make  me  sick,  and  I have  to 
cover  my  eyes.” 

"Can  you  see  mine?”  she  asked. 

"Yes.  Yours  is  like  a blue  light  bulb.  It  is  very 
bright,  and  it  hurts  my  eyes  if  I look  at  it  very  long.  It 
lights  you  up  inside,  sort  of.  It  wasn't  very  bright  this 
morning,  but  after  the  other  nurse  brought  you  the  note, 
it  was  brighter  than  I had  ever  seen  it  before.  Who  was 
the  note  from?” 

"Some  one  I know,”  she  laughed,  a gueer  little  laugh, 
as  if  she  were  trying  to  catch  her  breath. 

★ ★ ★ 

I found  out  this  morning  who  the  nurse  is  in  love  with. 
It  is  the  guard  who  takes  me  down  to  the  doctor  some- 
times. I saw  them  outside  of  my  door  looking  into  each 
other's  eyes.  I could  see  his  soul.  It  is  like  a dried 
apricot  with  green  and  yellow  worms  crawling  in  and 
out  of  it. 

I am  going  to  kill  him  the  next  time  he  comes  for  me. 

— J.  H. 


Twenty 
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Girls  would  run  from  Bill’s  embrace; 

His  breath  was  more  than  they  could  face. 
But  since  LIFE  SAVERS  keep  it  sweet. 

He  has  girls  flocking  to  his  feet. 


CRYST-0-M\NT 


iiFtSAVlRs  jl 


V j|  An  % T Everybody’s  breath  is  apt  to  offend, 
In  1 1 II  f\  I then.  Let  Cryst-O-Mint 

WXUlli*Xl  Life  Savers  sweeten  yours  after  eat- 
ing, drinking  or  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  - wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull.^  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

ROBERT  E.  BAKER 

The  Wisecrack: 

“What  do  you  do  in  College;  Park?” 


ANSWERS  TO 

“WHOSE  GAL  IS  YOURS?’’ 

{Page  6) 


1.  Lois  McComas 

2.  Pat  Shutz 

3.  Elaine  McClayton 

4.  Helen  Reindollar 

5.  Margaret  Crisp 


Mother:  "You'd  better  ao  to  bed  now,  Sonny.  The 

Sandman  is  coming.” 

Boy:  "Give  me  a dollar,  and  I won't  tell  Pop.” 


UNDERWOOD 

CHAMPION.. 


Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 


Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 

The  Homer  Building  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

(portables 
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"Little  Oscar  has  to  walk  since  I went  to  work  for  the  Government." 


Willie:  What's  a lawyer,  pa? 

Pa:  A lawyer,  my  son,  is  a man 
who  induces  two  other  men  to  strip 
and  fight  and  then  runs  off  with  their 
clothes. 

— Log 


It  a squirrel  is  in  a cage  a yard 
long  with  openings  at  either  end 
large  enough  to  stick  his  head 
through,  and  he  traverses  the  length 
of  the  cage  in  one  second,  but  be- 
comes excited  when  someone  ap- 
proaches the  cage  and  covers  the 
distance  in  one  half  the  time  each 
successive  run,  how  long  will  it  be 
before  he  will  hove  his  head  sticking 
out  both  ends  of  the  cage  at  the 
same  time? 

—Pell  Mell 


Co-eds  are  absolutely  agreed  that 
yes-men  are  better  than  no  men. 


A stethoscope  is  a spy-glass  for 
looking  into  people's  chests  with 
your  ears. 


She  kissed  me  with  fervor,  she 
kissed  me  with  feeling; 

She  seemed  glad  to  see  me,  she 
kissed  me  so  well. 

She  kissed  me  again  till  my  senses 
were  reeling. 

And  my  collar  and  tie  were  as 
carmine  as  hell. 

In  the  station  a number  of  people 
were  waiting  - - 

They  witnessed  the  kissing  with 
interest  plain; 

It  seemed  to  amuse  them,  the 
warm  osculating 

Of  dear  old  Aunt  Susie  from 
Kennebunk,  Maine. 


Mother:  That's  an  awful  looking 
knife. 

College  Son:  Aw,  it's  not  so  bad, 
ma;  it's  got  a corkscrew  and  a bottle 
opener  in  it. 

- -Pell  Mell 


"We  want  a girl  to  sell  kisses  at  the 
bazaar.  Have  you  had  any  ex- 
perience?" 

"I  went  to  college." 

"You're  hired." 


He  {talking  over  a party  phone): 
Hey,  you,  don't  you  know  the  line's 
busy?  Get  off  the  wire. 

Voice:  What  the  hell  do  you  think 
I am,  a bird? 


"Sweetheart,  does  my  love-making 
intoxicate  you?" 

"No,  you  half-pint." 


Hotel  Clerk:  Why  don't  you  wipe 
the  mud  off  your  shoes  when  you 
come  in  here? 

Man  from  Kentucky:  What  shoes? 


Prof.:  Jones,  are  you  teaching 

this  class? 

Stude:  No,  sir. 

Prof.:  Then  sit  down  and  stop  act- 
ing like  an  idiot. 


"I  want  a belt  to  match  this  cat." 
"Why  match  the  cat?" 

"I'm  going  to  make  a fur  coat." 


-Kitty-Kat 


— ^Froth 
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ETABLI 

I have  not  forgotten  you,  Mr.  Davenport; 

You  and  your  fine  flowers,  candy,  and  hangovers; 
You  and  your  second-hand  passion. 

I hove  not  forgotten  you  either,  Harold, 

You  and  that  subtle  gcryety; 

You  with  your  inherent  and  false  love  of  nature  . . . 
Used  only  to  walk  in  some  secluded  woods. 

1 have  not  forgotten  you,  Mr.  Breckinridge; 

You  and  your  cool,  deep  library 

And  your  soft,  inquiring  eyes  behind  spectacles  . . . 
Your  afternoons  of  tea,  and  fragile  romance. 

I have  not  forgotten  you  either,  Peter  . . . 

You  and  that  damned  foreign  accent. 

Those  intriguing  sideburns  . . . Your  voice 
Which  rose  up  out  of  nowhere;  deep  and  trembling. 

1 have  forgotten  you,  Barrie. 

You  by  my  side  always,  with  your  soft,  persistent 
speeches; 

Your  comfort,  comfort;  your  saturating  solidity. 

1 have  forgotten  you,  to  re-wend  my  way  in  the  twisted 
paths 

Of  pain  and  melancholy — last  year's. 

For  only  the  pleasures  of  yesterday  and  tomorrow  are 
sweet. 

C. 


Congress  is  a legislative  body.  If  it  is  a legislative 
body  it  passes  bills.  If  it  passes  bills  it  will  have  to  pay 
them.  If  it  pays  them  it's  a miracle.  Congress  ain't  no 
miracle. 


First  dumb  hunter:  How  do  you  detect  an  elephant? 
Guide:  You  smell  a faint  odor  of  peanuts  on  his 
breath. 


"If  you  don't  marry  me  I'll  take  a rope  and  hang  my- 
self in  your  front  yard." 

"Ah,  now  Herbert,  you  know  Pa  doesn't  want  you 
hanging  around." 

-The  Pointer 


And  to  think  my  mother  took  in  washing  to  send  me 
through  college. 

Did  you  do  anything  to  help  her? 

Sure;  sent  home  my  laundry. 

— Record 


WHAT  TO  DO  IN  CASE  OF  ACCIDENT 

To  stop  nose-bleeds,  stand  on  your  head  until  your 
heart  stops  beating. 

In  asphyxiation,  administer  artificial  respiration  until 
the  patient  is  dead. 

To  cure  a toothache,  take  a mouthful  of  watetr  and  sit 
on  the  stove  until  it  boils. 

To  remove  dust  from  the  eyes,  pull  the  eye  over  the 
nose. 


A shabbily  dressed  man  was  standing  in  front  of  a 
block  of  flats  and  from  her  window  above  an  old  lady 
noticed  that  several  people  stopped  him  and  gave  him 
money.  The  scene  touched  her  deeply.  She  wrote  on 
a piece  of  paper,  "Take  Courage,"  put  it  in  an  envelope 
with  a two-dollar  bill,  and  tossed  it  to  the  man. 

That  evening  the  man  came  up  to  her  and  whispered, 
"Here's  your  $40,  lady.  Take  Courage  won  at  20  to  1." 

— Froth 


Phi:  Your  sister  is  spoiled  isn't  she? 
Delt:  No,  that's  the  perfume  she  uses. 


In  college  it's  not  a question  of  what  you  soy  so 
much  as  how  many  you  soy  it  to. 


Did  you  know  Adam  was  a dancer? 
Nope,  did  you? 

Sure;  he  fell  for  the  big  apple,  didn't  he? 


"Who  in  the  hell  told  you  to  plant  those  damn 
petunias?" 

"Your  wife,  sir." 

"Pretty,  aren't  they?" 


Pa:  Well,  son,  how  are  your  marks? 
Son:  They're  under  water. 

Pa:  What  do  you  mean,  under  water? 
Son:  Below  "C"  level. 


Twenty- three 


- - 


"Hey!  Lemme  see  that  line-up!" 


It  seems  a shame  that  the  future 
generations  can't  be  here  to  see  for 
themselves  all  the  splendid  things 
that  we  are  doing  with  their  money. 


"Now,  listen  sonny,"  said  the  mother 
kindly,  "I  don't  like  you  playing  with 
such  wild  girls." 

"Aw,  but  mom,  she's  not  wild. 
Why,  she  even  lets  everyone  pet  her." 


In  The  Gay  Nineties 

. .The  gentleman  enjoj-ed  "motor- 
ing” until  trouble  developed.  Then 
he  began  to  work  ! 

Today 

. .The  gentleman  never  develops 
same  "working”  trouble  if  he  deals 
with  a reputable  garage;  Maryland- 
ers play  safe  always  by  going  to 

CHANEY’S  GARAGE 

Opposite  the  Main  Gate 
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CYNIC’S  DEFINITIONS 

Honesty:  Fear  of  getting  caught. 

Good  Sport:  One  who  will  always 
let  you  have  your  own  way. 

Moron:  One  who  is  content  with  a 
serene  mind. 

Pessimist:  One  who  sees  things  as 
they  are. 

Conscience:  The  voice  that  tells 

you  not  to  do  something  after  you 
have  done  it. 

— "Voodoo." 


EXPERIENCE  NECESSARY 

"Darling,"  he  said  in  tender  tones, 
"I  never  loved  but  thee." 

"Then  we  must  part,"  the  damsel 
said, 

"No  amateurs  lor  me." 


We  just  heard  that  the  famous 
bridge  expert  had  twins.  Someone 
must  have  doubled  his  bid  . . . 


Johnny  asked — Mary  refused. 
Johnny  begged — Mary  blushed. 
Johnny  pleaded — Mary  pouted. 
Johnny  insisted — Mary  gave  in. 

So  little  Johnny  carried  Mary's 
books  for  her. 

— "Rammer-Jammer." 


Love  may  be  blind,  but  the  Dean  of 
Women  isn't. 

— "The  Virginia  Spectator." 


IVlan  s Eye 
view! 

what  shall  I travel  IN? 
what  shall  I travel  WITH? 

for  Inspiring  DRESSES 
for  Perfect  STYLES 

Junior  and  Misses  Sizes 

CHARGE  ACCOUNTS  INVITED 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


Military  Uniforms 

a fid  P.  quip  men  t 

Of  all  kinds  carried  in 
stock  or  made  to  order 

★ 

WE  ARE  THOROUGHLY 
FAMILIAR  WITH  ARMY 
AND  N.WY  UNIFORM 
REGUL.\TIONS 

★ 

A.  H.  Dondero,  Inc. 

1718  PENNSYLV.\NIA  AVE.,N.W. 
Washington^  D.  C. 


Twenty-four 
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HUTZLER’S  GIVES 
“IN-TOWN  SERVICE” 

TO  OUT-OF-TOWN  CUSTOMERS 

Write  or  telephone — tell  us  what  you  want  and 
approximately  what  you  want  to  pay  for  it, — 
ami  we’ll  do  the  rest — and  do  it  as  efficiently 
as  you  would,  yourself! 

Howard,  Saratoga  and  Clay  Sts.,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Telephone  Calvert  4231 

HUTZLER  mnm  e 


"THAT  WAS  JOE" 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

Joe  was  not  worried  about  the  handshake  and  the 
smile.  He  knew  that  the  Prexy  was  broadminded. 
But  the  diploma  angle  had  him  stymied. 

"Joe,  old  man,"  he  said  to  himself,  "Napoleon  had 
his  Waterloo;  Anthony  had  his  Adverse;  Sears  had  his 
Roebuck;  and  you  can't  let  history  down.  Now  is  the 
time  for  all  good  men  to  come  to  the  aid  of  the  party." 

He  rejected  plan  after  plan  of  action.  He  considered 
walking  casually  past  the  president  as  through  he  just 
happened  to  be  passing,  and  nodding  a cheery  greeting. 
That  was  out.  If  the  Prexy  were  only  a fraternity  man, 
he  could  pass  by  with  a wink  and  the  old  handshake. 
But  that  was  out,  too.  Flash!  He  could  fold  up  with  a 
sudden  epilectic  fit  just  as  he  left  the  aisle,  and  be 
carried  guickly  out  of  his  misery.  But  Joe  counted 
that  out  when  he  realized  that  he  wouldn't  know  what 
to  do  with  his  skirts. 

It  was  suddenly  too  late  to  do  anything.  His  legs 
kept  going  toward  the  wicker  basket.  He  stared  with 
his  eyes  and  hung  out  his  teeth  because  he  didn't 
know  what  else  to  do.  His  hand  drooped  forward. 

The  President  shook  Joe's  right  hand  firmly.  The 
President  smiled.  And  then  the  President  took  a shining 
white  diploma  out  of  the  wicker  basket  and  placed  it 
in  Joe's  left  hand. 

★ ★ ★ 

Three  hours  later  Joe's  roommate  opened  the  door 
softly  and  ogled  in.  Joe  was  sprawled  on  the  bed, 
very  weak  but  with  an  oh-be-joyful  expression.  He 
was  staring  at  his  diploma  which  declared  him  officially, 
Joseph  College,  B.B.,  Bachelor  of  Browning. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty-five 


BIG  FRONT 

Oh  now  I am  gay,  independent,  and  free; 

My  friends  are  all  asking  what's  come  over  me, 

Sing  "Nuts  to  the  writings  of  Vergil,  tra  lee. 

And  all  classics  I don't  care  to  know." 

Farewell  to  the  midnight  oil,  ponies,  and  cribs. 

And  social  life  managed  by  little  white  fibs. 

And  battlescars,  bruises,  and  pokes  in  the  ribs 
From  the  mob  at  the  Footlight  Club  show. 

So  long  to  you,  Yourtee,  my  talented  friend. 

I guess  you  and  I have  been  on  our  last  bend. 

I'll  cancel  that  five  that  I hated  to  lend. 

If  you'll  cancel  the  ten  that  I owe. 

I say  goodbye  gladly  to  you.  Sigma  Nus, 

I refuse  to  accuse  of  misusing  the  booze. 

And  excuse  the  profuse  bits  of  news  that  will  ooze 
Of  the  blues  mornings-after  bestow. 

"Go  to  a guiz  section!"  "Keep  off  the  grass!" 

Work  like  a galley  slave,  then  barely  pass. 

For  putting  up  four  years  with  this  I'm  a fool. 

And  I'll  shout  it  out  fortissimo. 

But  that's  a closed  chapter,  and  gone  with  the  breeze. 

At  last  I have  cornered  my  own  B V D's. 

The  laundry  at  home  sends  my  shirt,  not  Dick  Lee's, 

And  it  hasn't  been  marked  Corbin,  Joe. 

Tempe,  Helen,  Fredericka,  Pat,  Judith,  and  Rose — 
Rossbourgs,  Germans,  Cotillions,  Proms  are,  I suppose 
Half  of  college,  but  somehow  they  all  decompose 
With  the  me  that  was  once  gigolo. 

Perhaps,  underclassmen,  in  years  by  and  by 
When  you're  older  and  know  what  the  score  is,  as  1, 

And  perhaps  more  dynamic  than  dining  hall  pie. 
You'll  find  staying  here  simply  de  trop. 

Then  you'll  sit  on  the  library  steps  all  alone. 

You  will  laugh  and  be  cold  as  a part  of  the  stone. 

As  the  future  America,  future  unknown. 

Chatters  loud  on  the  sidewalk  below. 

Praise  Allah,  I'm  leaving  this  varsity  town; 

I've  rebelled  at  each  custom  that's  shackled  me  down. 
Now  watch  me  turn  cartwheels  in  my  cap  and  gown! 
And  I'll  never  come  back  once  I go. 

And  I'll  never — 

What's  the  use. 

. . . when's  Homecoming? 


Woodward  ^yLoTHROP 

lOthy  \ lth,  F AND  G STREETS 


Palm  Beach  Suits  i„wi.,te, 

clceptone  colors,  liatuisotiie  stripes,  and  subdued  checks 
with  an  easy,  casual  drape  and  comfortalile  cut. 
Shape-retaining  witliout  bulky  padding 
anti  truly  harii  to  muss  or  scjil. 

Palm  Beach  Slacks  — here  is 

something  new.  Four  good-looking  models  for  every 
purpose  you  can  imagine — be  it  sports,  dress,  or 
vacation.  Front  pleated,  high  waisted 
or  natural  slacks  for  golfers. 

Palm  Beach  K\  cning  Formal 

— the  Winter  social  season  called  for  tails,  but  in  the 
summer  it  is  a cool,  neat  Palm  Beach  Tuxedo  En- 
semble— white  coat  and  black  trousers. 

Comfortable,  no  matter  how  warm  the 
evening  or  the  music. 

THE  MEN  S STORE,  SECOND  FLOOR 


COLLEGE  PARK’S  NEW 

LITTLE  TAVERN  SHOP 

famous  for 

5/  Hamburgers  5/ 

Buy  ’em  by  the  Bag 

GOOD  COFFEE  COLD  DRINKS  DELICIOUS  F.\.STRY 

Open  All  Nite 

Also  32  Stores  in  Baltimore  and  Washington 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
and  specials 


— T.  St.  C. 


« 


befter  taste 
. rcfresAtng  mt/c/ness 


for  a hfetime  Oj 
MORE  PLEAS 


Copyright  1938,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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